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Live Like A Suicide 


Author's Notes: 
So huge thanks to Nexus for the title and the plot and encouraging me to run with it. And slashsgirl, your 


idea..snarky evil laugh from my gut.! am so going to make you write het with me on that one! 


Live Like A Suicide 

Christmas Morning 1987 

Nikki's POV 

Every fucking day it awakens me. That dull throb in the back of my fucking eyes. My body telling me that it's 
been over six hours since | ingested some mind altering substance. | fucking hate this shit. | go ahead and open 
my eyelids slightly to get the worse part over. The first throbbing and blinding rays of a new shitty day. 


Merry motherfucking Sixxmas. 


The white bricks of my fireplace come into view. | draw in a breath as | allow myself to day dream of a fat 


fucker in red trying to shove his ass down my chimney. Oh what | wouldn't give to be able to believe in 
something like that again. Be good and Santa will bring you everything you want. Perhaps Santa came when | 
was nodding out because there's not shit | can think of that | don't have. Well, maybe a never ending supply of 
smack. That would fucking rock! 


Then again | should probably refrain on that one. See. accidentally died two nights ago. Yeah, died. Like no heart 
beat, no pulse, breathing ceases and brain dying.dead. Wasn't exactly in my to do list that night. It was just one 
of those things. | usually consume whatever | can get my hands on, mix shit and find new levels of high. Well | 


stumbled onto the wrong level | guess you might say. | ended up a goner for like four minutes, so they tell me. 


| had been partying with Slash and | think Steven. Typical evening. Except Izzy wasn't there. He had gone off 
with Axl. And if | knew my over ambitious dark angel | would say he was out somewhere on his knees sucking 
off record executives for more exposure. Believe me, | ought to know. That's how we hooked up in the first 
place. | was in a band that could sell out the Starwood, Whiskey, and Roxy on a friday night and Izzy was new 


in town just wanting to be in a band. He jumped on my coattails and has been surfing every since. 


| took him and his band as far as | could on my own strings. They were signed and had a record put out. There 
were two singles and two videos. | had even had them as an opener for Crue's last tour. They just weren't 


jumping off like | happen expected, but they would. My boy is one ambitious little shit, like | mentioned. 


So anyway, | m sure you're wanting me to yell you what it's like to die. Well, I'm currently trying to grasp that 
shit myself. And details like that | usually only share with Izzy. Not because | really want, the little Bastard is 
like a walking lie detector. No one has ever been able to read me the way he can, and my thoughts twist 
pretty Goddamn deep. But for some reason Izzy always got me. Sometimes that's like a double edged knife in 
my back. l'm serious when | tell you, there ain't shit lim getting past Izzy. 


But fuck it, it's an interesting tale. First | remember not being able to catch my breath. At some point your 
body just recognizes shit when your brain refuses to. | went down. Game over. When | come to ! gulp in the 
deepest breath of my Goddamn life. | see two huge fucking needles sticking out of my chest. Crazy shit | 


couldn't even process. So out again | went. 


| came to again in a hospital. | remember feeling Pissed because the rat Bastards gave me some sort of shit 
to block my high. So what does a junkie do when he wakes up sober and in need of a fix? He rips out the 
tubes, and needles and shit, curses cops and doctors and nurses, and strolls right out the fucking door in 


nothing but leather pants. What the fuck did you think | would do? | mean.that's what junkies do, right? 


So | bummed a ride off a couple of fan chicks in a shitty Toyota As they're driving me back to Van Nuys | 
hear my name on the radio. They're reporting that | was dead of a heroin overdose. | won't lie | had to sit 
there a fucking minute. | had to try and figure out if this shit was real. Did | fucking die? Was | dead? Is this a 
bad dream? Is this the prank of all pranks being played on me? | could see this as some gotcha Sixx payback 
prank. But then the pieces slide into place. So | find the situation a bit humerous. Looks like | get last laugh 
again, the whole world thinks I'm dead. 


So | peel my b'l" frame from the back of their shitty Toyota. | bound up my front walk to seek out the 
solitude of my bedroom. My sanctuary. The place | live, eat, sleep, Screw, and get fucked up. Damn it feels good 
to be home. The first thing | see when | walk into my room is my Izzy. His slumped frame just stands there 
quivering as he cries. He holds my pillow from my bed and strokes and pets it gently as he mumbles shit | 
can't hear. He brings it to his face and inhaled my scent lingering deep in the cotton He has never made a 


crying person look more beautiful and sexy. God | loved him. 


He eventually sees me standing there. And | swear to fucking God, he cocks his head at me like a Goddamn dog. 
He's trying to figure out if in a ghostly apparition, if this is some horrible joke, or if this shit is really 
happening. Maybe he thinks he's too fucking high. He has me in his embrace in one movement. He holds my 
face in his hands and looks me over in awe and wonder for a long moment. Then he punches me and yells at 


me for my stupidity. God | loved my motherfucker. 


After the shock wore off he showed me some tenderness. He stroked my hair from my forehead as | told him 


about my night. About shit | couldn't fucking explain. Shit | could only tell him. 


| have no clue how. But | watched them cover me up from above myself. | could see the hallway, the elevator, 
the fans that were crying for me. | saw the limo that drove me tonight. | watch them load me in the back of 
an ambulance. How the fuck can | see that shit if I'm the one under the fucking sheet? | yell at them but | 
make no sound. | swing at them but they feel nothing. What the fuck? And then my mind wanders off. I'm like 
seeing the movie of my life. And it doesn’t play like a comedy how | always thought it would. 


Yeah, it was pretty safe to fucking say that | scared the shit out of myself. | had scared the shit out of Izzy 
too. | begged him to get me off. He tried to actually tell a junkie no. Maybe | got physical and made him cave. 
He was crying when's he started to push that plunger down. | demanded more. But Izzy wasn't going to allow it. 
He..distracted me. What can | say, the guy gives epic blow jobs. 

My thoughts are momentarily interrupted by the ringing of my telephone. | start to get up and answer it, it 
being Christmas and all. But then | look down to the black hair splashed across my stomach. Then | realize, the 
only person who would call to wish me a merry Christmas was right here already, so | let the machine take 
the call, 

"Hey, this is Nikki, Im not here right now cause l'm dead." 

| hear soft chuckling coming from Izzy on my stomach. "Darlin, you really gotta change that message." 

"Fuck em if they can't take a little joke. Fuck! It's funny.” 

Izzy just shakes his head as he sits up, "A funeral is no place for a stand up act Nikki." 


Before | can joke my way out of an argument the intercom to my gate saves the day. 


"NIKKI YOU SON OF A BITCH OPEN THIS GODDAMN GATE RIGHT FUCKING NOW BEFORE | PLOW THROUGH THIS 


SON OF A BITCH! | FUCKING KNOW YOU'RE IN THERE!" That would be my little Pugsly Addams looking manager, 
Doc. 


Izzy looks at me with a raised eyebrow as he slides into his pants. " Think he'll do it?" 


| sigh and look to the window. "He can try. But | specifically ordered iron that could withstand a fucking tank. If 


he does get in someone has some explaining and refunding to do." 


Izzy just smirks and presses the button to let Doc in 


My Little House Cat 


Author's Notes: 
this fic is off to a slow start but | promise to not disappoint. 


My Little House Cat 

Nikki's POV 

| can hear Izzy stirring around in my kitchen a few moments before Doc is pounding on my front door. | roll 
my eyes and slither out of my comfortable bed. I'm fucking dreading this shit. | so do not want to hear a 
fucking thing Doc has to say. He's only going to bitch at me for being a junkie. That's the last thing | fucking 
need. 

"Good morning Doc," | hear Izzy greeting him as he answers my door. Always the cordial one my Izz. 
"Where the fuck is Nikki?!" Doc says impatiently. 

"Getting dressed. I'm making some coffee, would you like some?" | hear that detached voice of my lover say. 
Izzy knows how to make coffee? 


"| don't have time for this shit Izzy, stop stalling for him. Is he sneaking out the fucking back?" 


| hear the soothing casualness in Izzy's voice, "Why would he need to run away Doc? I'll get you some coffee. 


He's coming." 


Ah my little felis domesticus. Izzy had this uncanny knack for finding ways to calm savage beasts. Just like a 
house cat he would circle between your feet and rub at your legs. His purr so inviting you can't help but give 


in to his hypnotic charms. 

"You want cream and sugar?" Izzy asks. 

"No sugar," Doc sighs. 

| meander into the kitchen as Izzy is stirring in the cream. He looks up at me as a smirk crosses his face. He 
lays the spoon down and slides the cup to the edge of the counter. He unzips his fly and whips out his dick and 


pisses in the cup. | try to stifle a laugh as he casually zips up and gives the coffee a final stir. He gives me a 


wink and picks the cup up and goes into the living room. | follow. 


"What the fuck do you want?" | dryly ask Doc as | plop down on my couch. 


Izzy settles next to me. | throw an arm around him and kiss his shoulder as we both watch in glory as Doc 


takes that first sip of Izzy's special blend. Izzy just looks down hiding the smile that he can't keep off his face. 
"Ugh," Doc frowns at the glass in his hand. "What fucking kind of coffee is this?" 

Izzy almost bursts out laughing, "Kopi Luwak," | quickly say. 

"Kopi what?" Izzy asks me smiling. 

"Luwak," | say. Ok, yes, | have a fucking geek inside of me who likes to fucking read. Apparently I'm the only one 
who has read about Kopi Luwak. "Yeah it's like the most fucking expensive coffee in the fucking world you 


ungrateful fat bastard," | smirk at Doc. 


He does a double take at the cup and takes another sip. Izzy stares out the window trying to distract himself 


from laughing. | watch as Doc scowls at a second sip. 
"Well you pay too much for that shit Sixx," he says shaking his head. 


My sideways smirk glints a few teeth, "Aren't you going to ask me why its the most expensive coffee in the 
world?" 


"Why?" He sighs. 

Izzy takes a Jack bottle off my coffee table and uncaps it for a chug. 

It comes from Asia," | begin, They have these wild cats called civets that eat the berries off the coffee 
plants. Their digestive system can't digest the seeds so they shit them out. Then some poor dude has to sift 
through the cats shit for them, brew them up and then you have it." 


Izzy sprays Jack all over my coffee table and starts to cough. 


Doc's eyes squint at me, "Sixx..you sick fuck," he says as he sits the coffee cup down. At this point Izzy is 
dying from laughter. 


"Ungrateful," | shake my head in disbelief. 


"Enough of your jokes! Electra does not like the fucking publicity shit storm you brought down on their fucking 
heads with that dying stunt of yours!" Doc yells at me. 


Then my house cats claws come out. Izzy stands up glaring at Doc. "Stunt?! Nikki fucking died! They almost 
didn't even save him! Man, fuck Electra! And fuck you too errand boy!" 


‘Oooh yeah, that stings coming from Nikki's little bitch!" Doc glares up at him. 


| see Izzy's hand going for the Jack bottle. | know what is gonna happen so | grab him by the waist and force 
him to sit back down. Doc's lucky | know Izzy so well or he would have had a bottle smashed upside his head. 


"Down boy," | breathe into Izzy's neck and feel him start to relax in my arms. 


Doc stands up. "They want you in the office at one," he scowls at me, "And change the fucking message on 
your damn answering machine." 


Struggling 

Struggling 

Nikki's POV 

After Doc left | went to the bathroom to shave. | couldn't go to the office looking like | just fucking died. | knew 
Electra wanted to see me in person just to see how bad | looked. They were probably going to threaten me. 
And | know they will use the band to do it. Fucking bastards. One day I'm going to have this shit where no one 
can tell me what the fuck to do anymore. 

| can see Izzy's reflection behind me in the mirror. He's sitting on the toilet and fishing around for a vein in 
the back of his hand. | want to be doing the same. Yet, at the same time, | don't. | think I'm fucking scared. 
Before | died | honestly didn't give a fuck about dying. Fuck, part of me welcomed that shit. But since dying..fuck 
man, all | wanted to do was live. There's too much left for me to do. | may have done everything | ever 
wanted, but somehow | know there's more than just this. 

"You want some?" | hear Izzy ask without ever looking up. He must have felt my eyes on him. 

"Ummm..| should wait until after my meeting probably." 

"You're not sick?" His voice almost curiously asks. 

‘lm ok," | reply. 

| wasn't ok, not entirely. | might not have been puking my guts up yet, but it was lurking in the shadows. | feel 
this quiver in the core of my body. | keep having these little twitches in my hands. | feel like I'm coming down 
with something, it just hasn't fully struck me down yet. But it will. 

'Izz," | say as | glide the razor over my neck 

"Humm?" He asks still not looking up from his hand. 

"Do you remember what it was like to be sober?" 

"Uh..no." 

| smirk, "Yeah, me either." 

But.| wanted to remember. | hadn't been sober since | was a kid. | had done drugs for most of my life. Since 


way before | should have. | like to call myself a rock star, but the truth is, l'm a drug addict. | had stopped 
living to be a rock star a long long time ago. Since then | had lived solely for the drugs. They had consumed 


me. They controlled every aspect of my life, when | slept, ate, fucked..everything. | hated being told what to 
do..and the dope told me what to do. But | never realized it before now. 


My eyes drift back to Izzy slumping a bit. He had obviously found his vein. | could almost will myself to feel 
exactly what | knew he was feeling at that moment. | draw in a soft sigh and rinse the razor in the sink. | have 
never felt such a struggle in myself before. The fiend in me wanted to get high. But the asshole in me didn't 
want the dope telling me what the fuck to do anymore. 


lzz.pull the needle out." 

Izzy slowly lifts his head trying to acknowledge me. The smack has delayed his reactions. | look over my 
shoulder to him still trying to nod out. | sit the razor down and cross over to him. My quivering hand reaches 
out and grasps the needle. | pull it out and look at it there in my hand. God it felt so good there. So natural and 
right. | wanted it so fucking much. 

| swallow the lump in my throat and quickly basketball throw it into the trash. Not now, | remind myself. If | 
know anything, it's the fact that Motley Crue is all | have. If | lose it.then | lose every fucking thing. If | lose it, 
| fail. But | won't be crashing and burning alone. No, I'd be taking Tommy, Vince, and Mick down with me. | didn't 
want to do that shit to them. 

| slap Izzy in the arm, "Come on, get up fucker." 

‘Mmmm..why?" he barely asks. 


"Because you're on my fucking toilet and | have to take a piss." 


He gives me a weak smirk and attempts to draw himself to his feet. 


Grinches 

Grinches 

Nikki's POV 

| look at the hardened faces with their stone expressions chiseled to them. They look at me like I'm the Grinch 
who stole Christmas. But then, all of them do have kids. I'm dragging them away from their kids on Christmas 
Morning. | feel my guts wrench slightly. Fuck, | am the Grinch who stole Christmas. 

"Come in Nikki, take a seat," says the president of Electra. 

| give a timid smile and sit down in front of them at the board table. | feel like I'm in the fucking principals 
office. | watch them all, half of them flip pages and read shit. | can notice my name on most of the pages. The 
other half of them seem to be looking me over carefully. They're assessing the damages. Maybe they're trying 
to figure out if I'm high. 


"Merry Christmas," | say, trying to play nice. 


They just fucking look at me. Not a Goddamn one of them says Merry Christmas. Fuck, tough crowd. | run my 
hand across my neck. My joints ached. 


"Well Nikki, let's just cut right to the chase," el presidente’ starts, "We feel you should go to rehab." 


If there was one word | hated, it was rehab. The only word | hated more was no. Rehab was for quitters, and | 


wasn't no Goddamn quitter. "What | partied too hard, it's cool | learned my lesson" 


"Mr. Sixx," speaks some stuck up BITCH in a suit, "Is it not true that you also had a similar overdose on 


Valentine's day, 198b, correct?" 
"Well yeah, but." 

Im cut off by the VP. "And you were recently arrested in Japan?" 

| just nod with a sigh 

"Again Nikki, we feel you would benefit from a little time off." he concludes 


"| don't need time off. And | don't need some rehab. It's not like | need drugs, they're just fun sometimes. But 
l'm not addicted or anything. Not like | look like the junkies down on Sunset," | reason 


They just glare at me. Fuck. 


"Really, it was just an accident. It won't happen again." 

"Mr. Sixx," the BITCH in the suit adjusts her glasses, "Electra has had a lot of heat come down on them due to 
the antics of your band. What with Mr. Neil's vehicular manslaughter trial, Mr. Lee's fetish for underage boys, 
and your drug addiction." 

"I just told you | don't have a drug addiction," | cut her off. 

"Nikki," sighs a fourth person. A soft spoken dude, "you need to realize that you have a problem." 

"Yeah, | party a bit too hard. Like | said, | learned my lesson. Death has a way of teaching you shit" 

"We really feel you don't see the severity of the situation Mr. Sixx," the bitch replies dryly, "Some of our 
promoters have backed out due to your band and it's problems. Magazine's are afraid to send out reporters to 
interview you. They say your band are bullies.” 


"We have never bullied any reporters," | sigh. We had fucked plenty though. 


"And what of the rumors of wild orgies?" The VP asks with just a bit too much curiosity. He looks like he 
doesn't get much pussy. | should give him details to go home and Jack off to. 


"Chicks dig us," | shrug. 
"We also hear you are in a relationship with a Guns and Roses guitarist," BITCH scowls. 


"What, Izzy? What about him?" 


"We feel as though he may be a bad influence. We know he is a junkie, has been for many years. It's also been 
brought to our attention that he deals as well." 


"Izzy's not a dealer anymore," | shake my head, "Nor is he a bad influence. He tried to get me to go back to 


the hospital a few nights ago. Izzy's a great guy. You're totally off on him." 
"Then let's discuss the bands finances, yours specifically," the VP says flipping pages. 
"If you keep spending like this you'll be broke in six months time." 


Wow. That sucked. Maybe | should buy in bulk instead of a bull Shit gram here and there and calling the dealer 
back several times a day. | should just get a kilo at a time. But then, that probably would kill me. Or Izzy. 


"Something has to change Nikki," the president sighs. 


"Just give me a chance. | promise this will never happen again. Just giver one chance to prove it." 


"This is the final one Nikki. If there's another hitch with your band..we'll have no choice but to drop you from 
the label." 


When | Grow Up | Want To Be Nikki Sho 


When | Grow Up | Want To Be Nikki Sixx 
Izzy's POV 


| left Nikki's place around the same time he left to have his ass threatened. | knew exactly the kind of shit 
they told him, Geffen had already given us a similar speech. We are drug addicts, sure, but we couldn't fucking 
touch the Crue. | don't think anyone could, well, Ozzy could. 


So yeah, | was empathetic to the whole situation with him. It sucks when everyone starts looking over your 
fucking should. But fuck | should be used to it by now. Honestly, Geffen wasn't as bad as Axl. And I'd had him in 
my face for fucking ever. But Nikki, he's making so Goddamn much money for Electra, what can they really do 


to him. And | know Nikki, he could convince you he was an angel feather away from being God if he wanted to. 


And I'm sure Electra is telling him to drop me. | know that because Geffen had conversations about Nikki. But 
ultimately greed sway them into seeing Nikki as good publicity. Motley Crue was selling out stadiums all over 
the fucking world. They were in hourly rotations on the radio and MTV. You just didn't get much bigger than 
Nikki was right now. 


Am | jealous. Nah. | consider Nikki as..like a bootcamp to a would be rock star. It's been a learning experience. On 
more aspects than only one. It had taught me a lot about how things are structured and done. It had given me 
the opportunity to explore foreign places. And the food.catering for the Crue is fucking awesome. Way better 
than any shit Geffen has ever fed us. | guess luxuries like that come in when you generate as much cash as 


Nikki does. | hope to one day see. 


So I'm fucking bored and a bit wired on coke. And there is absolutely nowhere | need to be. | don't want to go 
to my shithole apartment. Nor am | high enough to want to subject myself to Axl and Erin's dramatic 
relationship. So that leaves Slash, Steven, or Duff. | decide on Duff since I'm currently closest to his place. | can 
tolerate his girlfriend. 


I'm on Nikki's bike tonight and hesitant to park it in this neighborhood. This thing is fully customized. And not 
very discrete considering it says Sixx across the tank. Hope some crazy ass Cruehead doesn't see it and do 
something fucking stupid. 


| walk up the front walk to the stairs and make my way up three flights of stairs in an instance. | knock at 
Duff's door. It takes a minute but | hear him coming. Hope | didn't interrupt him fucking or something. | hate 
when that shit fucking happens. 


"Oh hey Izz," He smiles at me. 


"What's up, | was just in the neighborhood and shit," | shrug and pull out a cigarette. Duff steps aside and | go 


| thought you pretty much stuck to Van Nuys when Nikki was in town" 


"Yeah," | nodded, "just left from there." | plop down on his couch as if it were mine. Fuck Italy as well have 


been. "So | take it you haven't heard yet" 
"What?" He curiously asks as he reaches for a bottle of night train 


| slightly shake my head still having trouble grasping the shit myself. "Nikki almost died.well he did fucking die, 
they brought him back. It was in the press and on the radio." 


"Holy shit, seriously?" He asks taking a sip. 
| just nod. 


"Well how is he?" 


"Ok. I'm worried though. He had to slow down with how much shit he does. | mean fuck, it's hard when l'm no 


fucking better. But if it were a contest of last man standing, | know he's the one that would be standing’ 
Duff lightly chuckles. "Plus it's not Like you can control him anyway" 

| cock an eyebrow at him. "I have my methods" 

"Im sure you do. But | somehow doubt your talents reach quite that far.” 

"Are you saying Im not talented" | smirk 

"Not like | would know, you won't let me find out for myself" he cuts a hinting stare at me. 


"You wouldn't want that risk, you forget who | would be cheating on. He would fuck us both up. The bad part 


is, we'd never fucking see it coming." 
"Some things are worth the risk Izz," he simply shrugs and swigs from the bottle in his hand. 


What am 1? Some bassist magnet? 


Merry Christmas 
Merry Christmas 
Nikki's POV 


When | got home Izzy was still gone. | didn't give it another thought. | just walked to my room and into my 
closet. | had to get some dope in me. | didn't know how much longer | could hold it together without it. But | 
was fucking scared. | was actually afraid to die. That just blows me the fuck away. I'm actually terrified of 


something. 


I'm on my knees in the closet floor looking around at the little drug station Izzy and | had created in here. It 
was like a drug cornicopia on an assembly line or conveyor belt. At one end was needles next in line was a bag 
of smack. Followed by a box that has a spoon on top with some plastic lemons and cotton balls. Just to the 
other side of the box was a sack of coke propped against it. Then came a picture frame sized mirror with 
razor blades and straws on it. And lastly there was a tray with pot strewn all over it and some rolling papers. 


Everything a drug addict could need. 


| look at the walls inside my closet. Small blood sprays are evident here and there. Black soot from the burnt 
spoons seems to be every fucking where. | can only imagine how bad my clothes must smell. Its a good thing 


they're black because | don't see how this fucking shit couldn't be on them too. 


| reach for a needle but stop halfway there. | just can't fucking do it. But | feel like shit and if | let the shaking 
get any worse | won't be able to do this at all. But fuck.l'm really fucking scared. Maybe I'll just chase the 


dragon instead. Yeah, that sounds logical enough. 


So | look all around me knowing there has to be fucking tin foil in this mother fucker somewhere. Izzy chases 
the dragon a lot. | know the foil had most certainly found its way in here by now. Finally | see it on a shelf 
above my head. | reach up and grab it and tear off a piece. | grab a straw from the cocaine section and dip 
the end of it into the heroin to scoop it up. | empty it onto the foil and grip the straw in my mouth. | strike 
my lighter under the foil and watch as it begins to melt down and smoke rise from it. | start sucking in the 


smoke as | let the smack start to travel across the foil, hence the expression, ‘chasing the dragon. 


I'm pretty sure | hear my bike pull up So | know Izzy must be back. | catch some more smoke right quick 
before going to greet him. | fell much better not. Not completely satisfied of course, but much better. 


Izzy comes in with his cigarette dangling and an unopened bottle of Jack with a bow on it. "Merry Christmas 


darlin," He extends it out to me. 


| smile and take it. What else could | have possibly needed today? "Im sorry lzz, | haven't been out to get you 
anything. l'Il go grab something right quick.” 


His arms slither around my waist. "You not being six feet under is Christmas present enough for me." 

| just smirk. 

"But," he continues with a sly look coming to his face, "I can think of a little something else that | might want." 
"And whats that?" | smile knowing it has to be sexual. 


‘Mmmmm," he purrs and pulls me even closer. "First I'd start by getting you all naked. Then I'd take a straw 
full of coke and blow it up your ass so you can go that extra mile when you fuck me." 


God how does he do that shit? No one turns me to jello except Izzy. Fuck me | loved that skinny little shit. 
"And what happens after | fuck you?" 


"Well then," his smile twists, "them you can wrap that pretty mouth of yours around my dick and finish me 
off" 


And we seal this deal with our lips pressing onto one another. Our tongues lace together like some shit off Pink 


Floyd's ‘The Wall: 

Izzy pulls away, "Wanna get each other off first?" He asks referring to getting high. 
"LI just did," | say. 

Izzy nods, "Well.mind if | get off first?" 


"Yeah sure," | nod and release him. | watch as he races to the bedroom. 


Merry Quickie 
Merry Quickie 


Izzy's POV 


After | got my fix | walk out of the bathroom to see Nikki sitting on his bed, his shirt discarded on the bed. He 
has the strangest look on his face for somebody about to have sex. He looks almost as hesitant and nervous 
as he did the first time he ever let me fuck him. He's been strange the last few days. | suppose that has 
something to do with him dying. That would probably make me come off a bit strange too. 


| see the bottle of Jack on the table by the bed. | walk over to it and gently pull the bow from the neck. | 
smirk to myself as | stick it on my dick. Nikki turns to look at me and sees it. He smiles and looks up at me. His 
eyes dance with love for me. No one had ever looked at me the way Nikki did. | really loved that motherfucker. 
"Mmmm," he purrs, "Two presents in one day, my haven't | been a good boy." 

My smile just twists into a broad sideways grin as | round the end of the bed. 

| lower myself onto my knees in front of Nikki. He's quickly seizing my lips and making them his captive. His 
hands travel down to his pants as he starts to undo them. My hand travels down his chest as my teeth graze 
his bottom lip. He shimmies his pants off his hips and slides them down his legs. | straddle his lap and push him 
back on the bed. 

"Roll onto your stomach," | pant as | get off him and turn to the night stand. There's a tray with coke. That's 
one thing about Nikki's place, coke was everywhere like fucking candy dishes. | pick up a straw and get a good 
amount in the end of the straw. "Stick that ass up," | say and give him a firm smack on his ass. 

He pull his knees under himself and raises that pretty ass up for me. | gently work the end of the straw into 
his ass. | blow on the end of the straw releasing the coke inside of him. He groans and smiles over his shoulder 
at me. 

"You ready to get fucked sweetheart?" He coos is in a low growl as he jerks me onto the bed. 

He covers his body with mine and just states into my eyes. His expression befuddled me. 

"What's wrong Darlin?" | sake and stroke his cheek. 


He just shakes his head. "I love you zz" 


| smile. Nikki and | very rarely said | love you to one another. | guess we felt we didn't need to. We knew it 


already. But | guess every now and then its nice to fucking hear it. "I love you too," | nod and pull his lips to 


mine. 


Nikki raises my knees up and his hand goes down between his legs. | feel him working himself into me slowly. | 


close my eyes and draw in a breath. "Fuck me hard" 


He starts out slow but is soon slamming into me with such force its sliding me backwards across the fucking 


bed. | can hear the hitch in his breathing. | can feel his fingers firmly grasping my legs. 
"You gonna come quick for me baby, ain't ya?" | ask and drag the nubs of my nails down his chest. 


He says nothing, he just sticks his finger in my mouth for me to suck it and swirl my tongue around it. | m 
unsure how it's but hpossible,his pace speeds up. You had to fucking love coke. 


Soon Nikki begins getting rigid and with one final thrust he cums hard and deep inside of me. 
‘Mhmmm you liked that didn't you Darlin?" | ask as | start to stroke my dick. 


Nikki gives a weak exhausted smile and drops to his knees and takes me in his mouth. I'm soon joining him in 


rapture. 


Tours Pending 


Tours Pending 
Izzy's POV 


A post sex glow covers me as | watch Nikki drag out his suitcase. "Darlin you still have a week, why are you 


packing?" 

"This is your suitcase | got you like three years ago," he sighs. 

"Indian giver," | smirk. 

Nikki glances at me, "No. thought maybe you'd like to come out on the road with me." 
"LI can't," | shake my head, "We got a gig." 

"Really?" He asks seeming surprised. 

"Mmmm," | nod and drag from my cigarette. 

"With who?" 

"Aerosmith." 

"Wow, that's fucking grateful Izzy, why didn't you tell me? When do you leave?" 
"End of January," | sigh. 


He sits next to me on the bed. "You don't seem very happy. This is a good thing for the band. Be happy you 


ingrate." 
| shrug, "Just not looking forward to drying out on the road you know." 


Nikki smirks, "Thats why you do it before you go on the road fucked. Give yourself like three days. | do it all 
the time." 


"Yeah, and | don't," | frown. 


"Suck it up," he smacks my thigh and gets up. "To bad we're not touring together. | really don't want to be 


alone." 


| look at him strangely. His back is to me so he can't see me however. It's unlike Nikki to say he doesn't want 


to be alone. Very unlikely him. "What's wrong? You never want me to go with you?" 

He just shrugs as he plays with his hair in the mirror. "I guess.Fuck | don't know," he sighs. 

"What?" | ask curiously. 

"We just don't get much time in life ya know?" 

This is definitely not shit Sixx normally thinks about. This has to do with his brush with death. Shit, if | didn't 
know better I'd think he was scared. But Nikki Sixx doesn't get scared by any fucking thing. "Much time?" | ask. 
"Nikki..Darlin is there something on your mind?" 

He glances down shaking his head. "I'm terrified of fucking dying |zz." 


"You're not going to die." 


"That's what | thought too until a few nights ago." He turns right look at me. "lm not ready to die Izz. You 
know..! want kids and shit someday." 


"Kids?" | raise my eyebrows. Fuck, how did he expect to pull that one off? He's never mentioned this shit 
before. To be honest, I'm not entirely fond of kids. Fuck, | even hated being one. 


"Yeah, kids, a legacy. Haven't you ever thought about that before?" 


I'm beginning to wonder if Nikki didn't suffer a little brain damage from the lack of oxygen to his brain. “Uh..no," 
| shrug. 


Nikki's eyes flutter away from mine. "Well, | do." 


Conflicted 
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Conflicted 

Nikki's POV 

| hated leaving Izzy behind. | didn't want to be without him for one second. Death had made me appreciate him 
in a whole new light. But we had made arrangements to visit each other on our separate tours when time 


allowed. We've never had a problem making our relationship work through little hitches like this. Plus Izzy and | 


both fucked chicks. So when we couldn't be together, thats what we did. 

While | hate leaving Izzy behind, I'm really glad to be on the road again. Its always maid me take it easy on the 
drugs. | had to to keep the Motley monster going. Motley was my fucking life. | haven't shot up since 
Christmas eve. And it has officially been Two weeks now since I've snorted or smoked any smack. And you 
know what The shits not even really crossing my mind. But now l'm just sticking to booze and coke. | feel 
better now, better than I've felt in years. 

-s | walk past Tommy's room | see a young boy limp his way out in a hurry with this dazed look on his face. 
He couldn't scramble into the elevator fast enough. | sigh and knock on Tommy's door. He answers naked with a 
cigarette in his mouth with this big smirk. 

"Seconds already?" he says before realizing its me. Then his jaw starts to slightly drop. "Nikki.hey bro." 


| scowl at him, "T-Bone you can't keep fucking teenage fucking boys! For fuck sake do you just want to go to 


fucking prison?!" Sometime | really can't believe how irrisponsible he can be. 

"Trust me, they aren't telling shit to no one," He assures dragging from his cigarette. 

| feel my blood starting to boil. "Tommy | swear to fucking God if | catch you with one more fucking kid.” 
"You'll fucking what?!" He snaps. 

"Just fucking don't," | point a finger at him. 

"Come on man, | don't do chicks, you know that..Well other than Heather." He shrugs. 


"Then fuck your wife Tommy," | sigh. 


"Shit Dude | hardly ever fucking see her., you know that" 
"Then fuck guys of age at least," | say adamantly. 


"The only person of age around here who fucks dudes is you bro..Don't think Izzy would take very fucking 
kindly to that shit." 


| just roll my eyes and proceed down the long hallway to my room. 
Izzy's POV 


So I'm alone and bored again | decided to meet up with the guys at the Cathouse. | was gonna pick up a chick 
and take her back to my roach motel apartment. 


‘| gotta piss," | nudge Axl just before staggering away. | think Im pretty drunk already. 


| stand there with spread legs taking a piss. l'm startled by a hand snaking around my waist. | jump and get 


piss on my shoes. 

"What the fuck?" | ask. 

"So jumpy |zz," A voice purrs in my ear. Its Duff. 

"Duff l'm taking a piss man, what the fuck are you doing?" | ask sticking my pick back in my pants. 
‘lve been waiting to get you alone all night," he growls into my neck 

"Uh.why?" | shrug looks at his lust filled eyes over my shoulder. 

Figured that since the cat was away the mouse might want to play,” he winks at me seductively. 
Duff you know better," | shake my head. 

"Oh come on Iz. | would never kiss and tell" He purrs even more now. 

"| think you just need a cold shower." 

‘Mmmm, how bout you take a hot steamy one with me. 


| remove his arm from my waist and move away from him. "Give it up Duff, ain't gonna happen," | say and exit 


the bathroom. 


The Object Of My Desire 
The Object Of My Desire 
Duff's POV 


| would let someone break all my fingers just to kiss Izzy. l'd pour put an entire bottle of Vodka for one fucking 
night alone with him. Jesus fucking Christ what | wouldn't do to fuck him. Izzy had always had this weird effect 


on me. Since day one when | saw him in a phone booth with a cigarette dangling from the sweet mouth of his. 


Izzy just always seemed so fucking sexy to me. | loved how quiet and mysterious he appeared. But | had seen 
him in his fair share of battles with Axl. He never backed down from him the way the test of us did. He was 
the only one who ever called Axl on his Bullshit and told him when he was being a dictator. He was always 


telling him that this was GNR, not the fucking Axl Rose band But Axl never had any problem with trying to 
use Izzy's relationship with Nikki to the bands advantage. 


Izzy and Nikki had been together since Nikki was in London. They met ne night hen Izzy sold im some smack 
Nikki had tried to get Izzy to join the band but Izzy had his own vision. Nikki's vision was Motley Crue with 
their makeup and high heels. He practically begged Izzy for two years to join the Crue. But Izzy always said no, 
even when the Crue's fame took off. Izzy may have been guilty of dropping Nikki's name where he could, but 
for the most part he busted his ass to get GNR this far. Ultimately though, it was because of Nikki that we 


got signed. Plus Nikki was always footing the bill when we needed new equipment. 


I'm not going to say | hate Nikki, but | was jealous of the bastard. He possessed the one thing | truly fucking 
wanted, Jeffery Dean Isbell, aka, Izzy Stradlin. It would be so much easier if he treat Izzy like shit, but he 
didn't. The asshole loved Izzy. It was quite obvious. And Izzy..he only had eyes for Nikki. 


Music and smack was their driving force, the things they had in common. But that was really it. Nikki was the 
type of guy who liked to stir up shit. Izzy just wasn't a shit starter. Nikki was loud and talkative and usually 
the center of attention Izzy was quiet and preferred to go unnoticed as he lurk about in the shadows. Nikki 
had no shame with his drug use, he would probably shoot up in front of a cop. But Izzy, not even | have ever 


seen him shoot up. 


Nikki used to come to the club's and watch us play, but Izzy made him stop. Just the presence of Nikki Sixx 
from Motley Crue upstaged us. People would crowd him for autographs and pictures. We became invisible. So 
Nikki stopped coming. Instead he would get us backstage to his shows every time they played LA. 


Backstage to a Crue show wasn't for the faint of heart. Nikki's band had a reputation for being over the top 
bad. They were the bad boys of rock. The kings of sleaze. I'm telling you, anything went and there were no 
fucking limits. 


But Nikki has just never struck me as a guy who is deserving of Izzy. Izzy was like a vine of morning glories 


and Nikki was like poison fucking ivy. Izzy seemed to have too much heart, and Nikki, fuck, | don't even know if 
he even has one. But for some reason, Izzy stuck by his side. 


The two of them weren't very affectionate. | had never heard the words "I love you" come out of either of 


their mouths. | had never seen them kiss. Fuck, | had never even seen them even fucking hug. 


If Izzy was mine my hands would be on him all the time. Fuck he wasn't even mine and | couldn't keep them off 
him as it was. And | would certainly tell him | loved him a hundred times a day. God what | wouldn't give to 


make him mine. 


In the meantime | still try. And I've tried every approach possible. | know | should just give up and move on, 


but | have no fucking clue how. Izzy was a heroin addict. And me, | was an izzy addict. 


The Way To Izzy's Heart 


The Way To Izzy's Heart 
Izzy's POV 


After Nikki left for Europe | started toning it down a bit for my own tour. Aerosmith, it was fucking crazy. | 
grew up on them. Loved and idolized them. The ironic part is that back when | sold heroin | had sold to Joe and 
Steven. | was worried they would find out | was in GNR and drop us since they were in a semi sober 
state..well, smack free. | had told Doug, our manager about my dealing to them. He assured me that if | didn't 
bring it up they certainly wouldn't. 


| miss Nikki, td been me and him or me and my music for so long. | had forgotten how to be around anyone 
but Nikki. | felt like a foreigner in my own fucking band. There was a time when we has been inseprable, 
especially Axl and myself. But everyone had significant others there days. Now we basically only saw one 


another to rehearse or have meetings. 


| was worried about Nikki. He had been strange since he woke up Christmas Eve. | think this overdose had 
opened his eyes. Wish something would open mine. | had to give it to Nikki, no one, and | mean no fucking one 
was more determined, stubborn, pig headed, or with a primal need to prove himself. Nikki could do whatever he 
decided to set his mind on. | had watched it and basically was a part of the rise to the top, not my top, his of 


course. 


Being in the sidelines and watching Nikki go from a God on the strip to the King of Debauchery world wide 
prepared me if | ever made it. | didn't want to be in such a spot light people watched my every move flashing 
cameras. | wanted to be able to walk down a street and be mobbed. | wanted to be able to enjoy my time in 
peace. | didn't want security guards. All | wanted was to fucking play in a cool band people liked. | wanted to be 


able to have a normal life with just the right amount of fame not to interfere. 


My thoughts drift off to the night | met Nikki. 1980. It was at The Starwood. London had sold out the place 

that night. | had been in LA less than a yearMy drums had just been stolen, and my piece of Shit car | came 
down in from Indiana had taken a shit on me. Nikki was 22 and | was only I8. But | had a real top notch fake ID. 
| had asked my Dad to wire me cash for food since | just had enough for rent and utilities. Truth was | didn't 
even have a place to stay. | stayed with friends and chicks. So my dad sent cash and | got the ID. | had to get 


into those clubs. | had to be in there. | was going to be a rock star. 


And there he was on that stage, larger than life. He played so hard his hand was mutilated. He had this 
demonic growl on his face. He couldn't go by unnoticed | moved to the front of the stage in front of him. He 


soon noticed me staring and dropped to his knees to play for me. | was under a spell from that moment on 


Afterwards he found me at the bar and offered to but me a drink as he sloughed off people trying to hound 
him, chicks mostly. 


"So what's your name kid?" He asked lighting a cigarette. Then he offers me one. 
‘Izzy Isbell," | say and light the cigarette. 


"Like legally?" He exhales looking me with those eyes the color of aquamarine, cyan, turquoise, and gray all 


infused together. 


"No, It's Jeff Isbell, but people have always called me Izzy." | raise an eyebrow at him, "Your name really Nikki 


Sixx?" 


"Legally yes..by birth no" He drags from his cigarette and must see the curiosity in my eyes, but | wasn't one 
to pry. Nikki rolls his eyes and mumbles, "Franklin Carlton Serefino Ferrana Jr. But that guy is fucking dead." 


| just nod. 

"So Izzy, you maybe want to come back to my place? | live with this stripper, but she won't be home til dawn" 
Like | was going to say no. 

So | went and withing an hour | was seduced by Nikki's charms. He even got inside my head like he knew me as 
well as Axe. We just hit it off. We got intimate soon after. when we had sex Nikki always wanted to look into 
my eyes. Like he was looking for something. 

And Nikki liked to hold me afterwards we would talk and laugh like best friends. It didn't take long before we 
could tell each other anything. We were so much alike. Our only real differences were that | was a silent type 
and Nikki wanted to be the center of attention Another was that Nikki just let anger and rage overtake him 


sometimes. | was a more patient person, well, sober anyway. 


| guess we were fuck buddies for a while. On New Years 198I Nikki took me out to eat. Nothing extravagant, he 
wasn't rich yet. He said he had a proposal for me. 


He leaned across the table from me, "Izz, you ever been exclusive with anyone before..not a chick?" 
"No," | answer. 

"Would you?" He asks biting his lower lip. 

"Nikki, what are you saying?" 


‘lm saying.| want to be with you. don't mind sharing you with chicks.but | want you to myself. | want just 


you. I've fallen in love with you. And | promise I'll love you no matter what." 


| was floored. But | said yes because | felt connected to him. At I8 | didn't know it was love but the years soon 
taught me. Ultimately it was just having someone | could talk to that landed my affectionsNikki and | turned 


out to be perfect for each other. Five years later and we are basically married. 


The Wrong Place 


The Wrong Place 

Tommy's POV 

Another wild night was unfolding at some sleazy strip club in some city | could care less to know the fucking 
name of. Every place was always the same in the states. | just stumbled out of the place somehow without 


our security noticing. Kids lined the sidewalk held back by bouncers. 


Its Tommy Lee!" They all seemed to cheer in unison. Camera's flashed and pens and scraps of paper are 


thrust at me. 


| smile because this has always been my favorite part of the job. Plus these are all the fans not old enough to 
make it into the club's A sea of handsome young men who think I'm fucking God. This was the fucking life. 


| scan their faces as | sign autographs. | hunt like an opporturistic animal. | look for the perfect prey. | like the 
quiet submissive fan boys who are too nervous to approach me. Its always that type that does whatever | 
want when | get them alone. Hmmm my cock just thinking about it is growing in my pants. 

| go into the crowd and approach a quiet brunette that looks like he made his best attempt to dress like me. | 
also can tell by the way he stands with his feet perfectly together and his fingertips loosely touching that he 
isn't straight. 


| give him a smile as much eyes scan him down. "Want to hang out?" | lean in and whisper to him drawing in 


his innocence. 

He smiles at me slightly and looks down with a nod. | motion him to follow me with my head and lead him to 
my limo. He follows and climbs in. He looks around like any awe struck teen who has never been in a limo 
before would. 

"Here have a drink," | smile and shove a bottle at him. 

This always goes quicker if | get them fucked up first. I'm an impatient guy | guess. 

"So, first time in a limo?" | ask and light myself a cigarette. 

He nods and brings the bottle | gave him to his mouth. 


"Want to see a hotel suite,?" | ask as innocently as | can. 


The kid blushes and shrugs. Thats yes enough for me so | tell the driver to take us to the hotel. | keep 


feeding him liquor and half a Quaalude. By the time | get him to my suite he's like fucking jello. | help him in 
and lay him across my bed. | stand there and look across his youthful body. | sit at the edge of the bed and 
lean down to kiss that purty mouth. 


Just as my lips are about to make contact the door to my suite flies open | see a very drunk and very irate 


Nikki coming for me. 

"What the fuck Tommy!" 

"Sixx, just chill out dude.he's so out of it he will wake up and think it's a fucking dream." 
Nikki grabs me by my shirt and hurls me into the wall with coked out strength. 


"Fuck," | groan as my back hits the wall. Nikki puts his arm across my throat and is inches from my face. | 
smell nothing but Jack. 


"You are fucking sick in the head Tommy!" He hisses at me. 

"Mel?" | laugh. 

"You can't fuck fucking kids!" He yells spitting as he does it. 

"Like you weren't fucking at that age!" | yell back. 

Something comes over me and | take Nikki's lips with mine. Because he's pinning me so tightly he can't pull 
away. Not until | fucking let him go. Eventually | have to. | give him no chance to speak. "I could always just 
fuck you, You know?" 

"Stop trying to change the fucking subject," he says eying me seriously. 

"Well | feel its pretty fucking relevant to the conversation, don't you?" | smirk at him. 


"Don't play fucking games with me T-Bone, I'm in no fucking mood." 


‘Mmmm bet that's because your little junkie slave isn't around to keep you company at night. So tense Nikki 


You need some serious stress relief. Izzy doesn't mind that, he's probably balls deep as we speak." 
"Shut the fuck up you fucking pedophile!" 


| just smirks again showing him no fear. "Whats the matter? You mad because your jealous Izzy might be 


having fun without you? Or are you mad at yourself because you've thought about fucking me before?" 


Nikki just lets me go and races for the door. "Fucking get rid of the fucking kid!" And the door slams. 


At The Wrong Time 
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At The Wrong Time 

Tommy's POV 

Ah, my breakfast has arrived..but | guess you can't really call it breakfast when its one o'clock in the 
afternoon. l'm devouring a tower of blueberry pancakes when | reach over and grab the new Billboard charts. 


Pancakes go fucking flying across the hotel suite when | see what the number one songs was. Fucking Sweet 


Child of Mine! 

Holy shit, Stradlin's ship had come the fuck in. | have to take a moment to let the shit register. | want to be 
pissed off because | hate Izzy..but at the same time this is awesome. This means GNR are going to start 
touring. That means Izzy and Nikki won't be seeing much of one another. But | will see Nikki. Every fucking day 
that Izzy won't! 

Two rock stars under one roof would basically be like being single. Their schedules were never going to fucking 
line out. One would be saying hello as the other was saying goodbye. A crooked gleam crosses my lips as | jump 
up with the magazine in my hand and fly out my door, down a couple of doors and burst into Nikki's room. 
"Nikki! Dude wake up!" | shout and collapse in the bed next to him. 

‘Somebody better be fucking dead," he mumbles never once opening his eyes. 


"Well you might be when you see the new billboard," | casually say. 


"As long as its not Poison | could give a fuck," he sighs still not opening up those beautiful eyes so | could see 


them. 

| slightly chuckle, "Nope, not Poison" 

Nikki moans, "If you say Bon Jovi l'm going to need the trashcan’ 
"No trashcan needed bro’ 


Nikki rubs at his eyes and yawns, "Did we release something I'm forgetting?” 


"No but Kickstart and Don't Go Away Mad are both in the top ten still." 
"Then who the fuck is it?" He groans. 


Now its time to play a little game. Let me explain. Nikki is one mind twisting, game playing son of a bitch. 
Seriously, he's like the fucking spawn of Satan. But | knew his tricks. | knew his games. | knew how he thought. | 
knew the way his black heart pumped. | mean come on, | was fucking taught by the master himself. Anyway, 
the game..we'll call it.The Seed Of Doubt. In this game | pretend to be happy for Nikki's dearest Izzy. But then, 
being the good friend | am and all, | ask Nikki how that will work for them. Then shit will start to fall into place 
as Nikki starts to sense impending doom. And there it is, the seed of doubt | plant. I'll be on the sidelines 
smiling as it sprouts and grows roots and turns into a fucking Redwood! Yep, thats how the game goes, winner 


gets Nikki. 

"Some shit called." wait for it, ".Sweet Child Of Mine." 

Nikki's eyes fly open and he jumps to a seated position jerking the magazine away from me and gawking at it. 
He smiles like he's almost going to fucking cry. He almost looks the same as he did the first time he saw us at 
number one. He's so fucking proud for the moment. 

| smack Nikki on the back, "Congratulations bro, your boy's a member of the club now." | could so not give a 
fuck really. But I've learned how to convince Nikki of whatever | want to convince him of. Sure, I'm so happy all 
of Izzy's dick sucking finally paid off. So glad all that name dropping finally worked for you. Bastard fuck. 

"I bet he's shitting himself right about now," Nikki smiles genuinely, "I wish | was there." 

"Better get used to the distance," | sigh and take the magazine from his hands. 

"What do you mean?" He asks. 

| flip pages in the magazine, "Well this means hes going to be gearing up and heading out on the road soon We'll 
be touring for the rest of our fucking lives if Electra has their way.So.." | just glance at the pages of the 
magazine as | picture myself dropping a tiny little seed into a four inch deep hole in rich soil. 


Nikki is dead silent. Now | cover the seed up and lightly pack the soil. 


"Fuck," he says in a defeated tone as | mentally water the seed | have just planted. And that's how you play 
The seed of Doubt. 


‘lm sure you'll figure something out," | nonchalantly reply and keep acting like Im actually interested in this 
fucking magazine full of fucking posers and wannabe's. "You've always been real good at making the impossible 


possible." 


Unexpected 
Unexpected 
Izzy's POV 


It was just a typical day. Me lounged out, smacked out, in front of my fucking TV still awake from the night 
before. Some blonde is sprawled out in my bed. | could get rid of her, but who knows, the mood to fuck her 
may come again. She was pretty hot.stripper. Plus she had brought a ton of blow, this being the reason l'm 
still up. Smack alone would have had me out hours ago. It's never wise to fall asleep on a chick like this. Nine 


out of ten times you wake up robbed. So no, | wasn't letting the bitch out of my sight. 

A roach scrambles across my television screen. | reach my foot up and squish it. Maybe l've done too much 
coke because | kick the TV off the the makeshift cinder block entertainment center to the floor. Fuck! | look 
down at the TV and strangely enough the bastard is still working. | sigh a sigh of relief and go over to pick it 


up. Such a close call. This TV gave me images of Nikki when he was away. 


Then there's a knock at my door. | snap up wide eyed looking at it. Shit who is that? | go to the window and 
slightly pull back the shade. Searing sunlight throbs at my night adjusted eyes. | blink, fuck what time is it? 


| stagger to the door and open it just a crack, again in agony from the goddamn sun. | see some dork in black 


slacks and a yellow Polo shirt. He stands professionally with a smile and a piece of paper in his hand. 
"Who the fuck are you?" | ask feeling coke's paranoia kicking in 
"Telegram for Izzy Isbell," he says looking down to the page to dictate it. 


| snatch it from his hand, " | can read," and slam the door in his face. | peep out my peep hole until | see him 


leave in a van. 


Then | look down at the paper in my hand. Why do they feel the need to put STOP at the end of sentences | 


wonder. Then | see the telegram is from Nikki. | smile and start to read. 
"Rock out with your cock out sweetheart, you're at number one!" 
Huh? 


Then there's another knock at my door. Fuck, | knew somebody was out to get me. That fake telegram guy was 


the distraction 


"Izzy open up!" | hear a pounding, “Its Axl." 


My paranoia disappears because no one was more paranoid than Axl was. If he wasn't paranoid, then fuck, | had 
no reason to be. So | subject myself to the evil sun once more as my whole head pounds this time. Axl's 


smiling bigger than the day we fucking got signed. 
He leaps forward and hugs me in excitement. "Sweet child went number fucking one!" He beams at me. 


"Are you fucking kidding me?" | question with a raised eyebrow. The entire band fucking hated that song. We 
only put it on Appetite for fucking filler. 


"Look," he gleams shoving the billboard charts at me. He shakes it for me to take. 

| take it and look. Sure enough, we had the number one song in America. l'm frozen. | don't know if it's dope or 
if its shock. Wow, how and when did this shit happen. The fucking song came out over a year ago. Why now 
And why Sweet Child? 

"Did you hear what | said?" Axl asks. 

| nod and take in how strange it is to see our band at the top of the chart. 

"Well aren't you fucking happy?" 

| look up at him with a blank face. Was | happy? | mean this is what we has been busting our ass for for 
years right? This was a number fucking one hit. This meant we were finally taking off. Our ships had set sail. 
This was what every band dreams of. This was it. It was finally happening for us. We had officially made it. | 


should have been excited. Maybe it was the drugs and lack of sleep..or maybe that wasn't it at all. | glance to 
the telegram in my other hand. 


Rock and Roll Hell 


Rock and Roll Hell 
Izzy's POV 


Touring with Aerosmith is like a huge fucking deal. Sure Motley Crue got us some exposure, but they weren't 

fucking Aerosmith. Me and Nikki both had grown up on Aerosmith. | was like ten fucking years old when Dream 
On came out. | got laid for the first time to fucking Sweet Emotion. The only fucking 8 track | came to LA with 
was Toys In The Attic. Aerosmith was a huge huge part of my life. | was so fucking honored to be playing with 
them. | don't know whose fucking idea it was but | could kiss them for it. 


Who knows, maybe it was me who put GNR in their mind. | mean | did used to sell smack to Joe and Steven. 

Got loaded with Joe too. You will never understand what kind of experience it is to sell smack to your fucking 
heroes. On one hand, it's usually great fucking cash, but on the other its a bit disheartening. I'm contributing 
to the downfall of a band | have all the respect in the world for. But a dealer deals, and | used to take that 

shit to the enth degree. 


But Aerosmith is turning over a new leaf. It's not the first time for them to climb back on the wagon. Being a 
junkie myself | also know it won't be the fucking last. But for whatever reason for their newly found sobriety, 
their management is really enforcing shit. NO DRUGS ALLOWED! Well what the fuckers don't see won't hurt 
them. This is made even easier by the fact that we have been ordered to keep our drinking confined to our 
dressing room. Um.hate to break it to you guys, but hello, we drink around the clock. So | think it's safe to say 


we won't be hanging out with Aerosmith. But if they need us we will be in our dressing room. 


Admittedly | would much rather be on the road with the Crue. Nobody understood better the meaning of 
‘anything goes’. Plus their management drank and did almost as much drugs as they did. Wait.strike that, no 
one could do as many drugs as Nikki.well.Ozzy could Jesus fucking Christ, if we ever play with Ozzy you can 


garentee one of us guys would be coming home in a body bag. 


It's kind of lonely actually. Sure there's a thousand nameless girls faces to fill the time but they weren't Nikki. | 
was used to Nikki being gone on the road at least nine months out of the year, but | had never been the one 
gone before. It wasn't the same as all the times | had gone on tours with Nikki. Maybe this music shit is really 
like working. Yeah | know its like one fucking hour a day in which we get paid a fuck ton, but in that one hour 
you live a lifetime it seems. You stand there in front of thousands of people, they're all watching you. Fuck, 
they're enjoying what you're doing. They smile and scream and clap and cheer and dance..and it's all for you. It's 
a fucking high like no other. And when you come down off that stage the high is just peaking. It lingers in you 
for hours and its like some of the cleanest speed you can imagine. You can't just go lay the fuck down and fall 
asleep. No way my friends, you have to bring yourself down or wait for the adrenaline to wear off. Most 
people choose drugs, they go nicely with the rush. So you get loaded nine ways to Sunday and pass out around 
dawn. 


Then comes a knock at your door telling you it's time to get up. Like you're ready to get up, but there's shit 
to be done. Us GNR fuckers aren't easily roused. In fact we require bribery to get the fuck up. Liquor and 
coke is usually our morning reward. So you climb out of bed and look at yourself in the mirror. You see puffy 


eyes with dark rings under them, in my case all the fucking way around them. Fuck it, grab a pair of shades, 


do another line, and start the day. 


You know, | never really thought it would be like this. Now we have a number one fucking song. How did that 
shit happen? Now we are on the road with Aerosmith? Fuck when did this shit happen? Was it during a 
blackout? It seems like only yesterday | was hustling drugs down on sunset just to make enough cash to to get 
us in a studio. Now David Geffen foots the bills. It's like we strapped ourselves to a fucking rocket. 


| tell myself that this is what we wanted as a band, but l'm not so sure this is what | wanted. | was pretty 
happy selling out the Whiskey. Now I'm fucking playing Madison Gardens and shit. It's like everything is in fast 
forward and all | want to do is shoot up and slow it all down. But thanks to Aerosmith..and Axl Rose, I'm far 
more sober than | wish to be. I'm glad | took Nikki's advice and cut myself off a few days before we left. | was 


as sick as a dog. Now three weeks later all | can do is mope around and think about smack. 


Nikki drifts into my thoughts a lot too. Our relationship has evolved into phone calls and telegrams. Its hard 
but itll be ok Pretty much our entire relationship had been a long distance relationship. Like | said, Nikki toured 
like nine months out of the year. They would get a week off here, a month there, but it still seemed like he 
was always gone. That was why he took me with him so often in the beginning. But Electra found me to be too 
much of a distraction. Or junkie, however you wanna look at it. But Nikki has this thing for authority, he wants 
to control it. No one tells Nikki what the fuck to do. He still took me out on the road, just in shorter intervals 
to keep Electra quiet. 


But now shit is changing. | can't just fly off to Miami on a whim to meet up with him. | won't be at home when 
he drags in during a break. Scheduling time to see each other is going to be hard as fuck now. l'm so depressed 


by this. All | want is a fucking hit. 


Fire Starter 


Fire Starter 
Tommy's POV 


So it had been months since Nikki had seen Izzy face to face. l'm too fucking out of it to tell you exactly how 
many months it had been, but long enough that it's starting to wear on Nikki. He's drunk almost all the fucking 
time. Well the whole band is really, but we pass out, Nikki's like the goddamn energizer bunny. He's fucking 
chicks and getting his dick sucked daily but | can just sense his frustration. It's like he's mad at everyone 
because they're not Izzy. It's like he's in fucking withdrawal for the junkie fuck. 


Stradlin may have been the best fuck Nikki had ever had, but Izzy could never love him the way | did. Izzy was 
so smacked out it was like the guy didn't even have a soul. He was just this fucking empty shell. Unfortunately 
that shell was also Nikki's prison. A prison he had become institutionalized to. How could Izzy love him when his 
heart only beat for smack? | guess smack is the reason Nikki just can't see. It tends to make you turn a blind 


eye to shit. 


Nikki's been off smack for a while now. He scores a little every now and then, but he's not strung out. It's nice 
for a change. For a few years there shooting up was all that mattered to him. That and the band. And maybe 
his boy toy. But for every fix Nikki denies himself he makes up for with Jack Daniels and blow. 


My thoughts are interrupted by a knock at my door. | jump from the bed and go to answer it. When | open my 
door it is ablaze of blue and orange and smells of burning hairspray. Nikki is standing there smirking at me like 
a Cheshire cat. He pulls his arm back and swings something at me. Something hits my fucking face and 
shatters. | wipe my face and discover its a fucking egg. Nikki laughs like a kid on crack and sprints off down the 
hall. | let my eyes follow him. | notice half the fucking doors on the entire floor are charred or still burning. 
Black fucking smoke is billowing from a few of the doors. Fucking Nikki. 


Then all at once the fire alarm goes off and the fucking sprinklers come on. Nikki darts into his room and locks 


his door right about the time a very wet and furious little Doc bursts into the hallway. 


"Goddamn you Sixx!" He bangs his fists on his door. "Its four in the fucking morning! The hotel is going to throw 
us out in the streets! Do you have any fucking clue how much money this is going to cost Electra?!" 


| smile as water sprays down on everything. Nikki and his defiance for authority was always rather comical to 
me. Vince wearily sticks his head out of his door with water dripping from his hair. 


'Man.why is it raining inside my room?" He asks not completely lucid. 


"Just Nikki setting the hotel on fire," | nonchalantly shrug. 


"Are they kicking us out?" He yawns. 
‘Im not really sure yet." 
Vince nods, "Im going back to bed then," and he shuts his door. Sprinklers be damned. 


| walk down the hallway towards Nikki's room. Water squishes between my toes from the drenched carpet. 
Hotel Management is turning off the sprinklers and Doc and Doug are already trying to talk our way out of 
this shit. | tap on Nikki's door. 


"Nikki, it's me, Tommy." 


The door bursts open. Nikki's arm flies out and he grabs me by my soaked shirt and jerks me inside his room 
and quickly re-locks the door. He presses his ear to the door with a grin 


"Bout time that fat little fuck did some work around here," he says straining to hear Doc and Doug smooth 


things over. 


Nikki had a strange way at looking at the destruction of hotels. He figured he was doing them a favor. Any 
damage we did Electra payed for. So in Nikki's mind he just got the entire llth floor of the hotel a complete 


renovation. Maybe he expected flowers and a thank you note. 


| just stand there and stare at him crouched at the door like a child on Christmas morning. Then everything 
went into slow motion as | watched the droplets of water roll off his skin. He had never looked more sexy to 


me. | hungered for him. 


Something overcame me and | lunge forward to him. | spin him around with his back to the door and pin his 
wrists above his head. My lips seize his with a fury | bet Stradlin's never have. | expect Nikki to put up a 
fight. | expect him to shove me away. | expect him to bite me. But what | never expected in a million years is 
to hear him moan and shove his tongue in my mouth. Holy fucking shit, is he kissing me back? 


Depressed Frame Of Mind 


Depressed Frame Of Mind 
Izzy's POV 


A flash of bright lightning lights up the night sky as | peer out of the bus window. | can make out the tassels 
of corn stretching as far as my eyes can see. | don't even need to ask where the fuck | am. | know this 


goddamn scenery. | was in Indiana. | had seen a million of these summer thunderstorms here. | always like them. 
"How's it feel to be home?" Duff smiles at me and plops down with a bottle of Vodka in his hand. 


| just sigh. This wasn't home to me anymore. It hadn't been in fucking years. My home was LA. My home was 
with Nikki. "Don't say that shit to Axl," | mutter under my breath. 


Axl still had warrants for his arrest in Lafayette. Plus he had started seeing this shrink a year ago who 
hypnotized him and brought up all these regressed memories. Shit that if you ask me would have been better 
left buried in his head. He had always been moody and ran hot and cold faster than anyone you could ever 
meet. Well we knew why now, but | don't think any of us wanted to know. | felt bad for him. However it didn't 
do shit for his goddamn mood swings. believe me if he knew where we were right now the band would find 
itself smack dab in the middle of goddamn quest for vengence or something. At the very least we would be 


subjected to some two hour rant that wouldn't make much sense to us. 


"Yeah, don't have to fucking worry about that one bro," Duff slightly smirks and brings the bottle to his 
mouth. He takes a gulp and offers me the bottle. What the fuck? Duff never shares his precious fucking 
Vodka. 


"Thanks," | say looking at him like he's come down with a fever or something. | take the bottle and chug down 
maybe a bit too much because Duff has a fucking look in his eyes that says that's enough. There is a limit to 
his niceness when it comes to this shit. | hand him back the bottle. 

"So why are you still awake?" He asks me. 

"Couldn't sleep," | shrug. "Lack of smack." 

He nods understandingly. "I thought maybe you were missing Nikki or something." 

How very fucking perceptive of himYeah, | missed the shit out of him. It didn’t look like | would be seeing him 
any time soon. He was working on it, but nothing had seemed to pan out. It would happen eventually, but the 


waiting in limbo shit was what sucked so bad about the situation. It was the not knowing that depressed the 
shit out of me. 


"| don't know how he does this shit man," | reply. 
"Whats that?" Duff asks gulping away at his Clear liquid of delight. 
"This touring shit." 


"What You're not having a good time We're on the road with fucking Aerosmith man. Who could you possibly 


enjoy more other than the Stones?" He asks me curiously. 
"No..that shit's cool.its just all the fucking other shit. The late nights, the lack of sleep.." 


Duff raises his eyebrow at me, "Izz you used to stay out selling dope til dawn, what the hell do you mean late 


rights? Fuck man, do some blow and suck it up." 

"You cant stay awake forever," | roll my eyes. "I would suck a dead mans dick for a fucking fix." 

"But you've done so good lzz, this is like the longest stretch you've gone without that shit since | met you." 

| huff, "Not by fucking choice | assure you." 

"Well it hasn't slowed Slash or Stevie down," he points out to me. 

"And Steven is a moron and Slash has no impulse control,” | feel the need to point out. "This is just what | have 
to do Duff, | know me. If | had smack right now | would just make all this shit go away and keep doing it until | 
felt like me again. | dont know how to take all of this shit. It's all happening so fucking fast. This time last year 
nobody outside of LA knew who the fuck we were..but now.." 

"But | thought this was what you wanted, what we all wanted." 


"Yeah," | nod, "I did.its just not like | thought it would be, you know?" 


"Know what | think?" He asks me. "I think you need to get laid or some shit. | know that quitting smack and not 
knowing when you may see Nikki again is depressing the hell out of you. You need to release that shit” 


| shake my head, "It's just not the same as it is with Nikki.” 


"You really love that motherfucker, dont you?" He asks me toying with the edge of the label peeling back from 
his Vodka. 


| feel stupid fucking tears coming to my eyes. 


"Man | didn't mean to make you cry Izz," he says putting his arm around me and hugging me. "Its gonna be ok 


lzz. 


Tommy's Perfect Timing 


Tommy's Perfect Timing 
Tommy's POV 


Wrists pinned, shoved into a door, and my lips raping his, but Nikki doesn't stop me. He deepens out kiss and | 
can feel his body pressing out into me. Is he just waiting for me to let him go so he can deck me? Or is Sixx 
into it? | swear to fucking God | really don't fucking know. 


| pull my lips back from his and look into his pale green eyes. His brows scrunch slightly as he looks at me. I've 
always been able to read him but | just have no clue what he's thinking right now. Bit he never flinches or 
tries to get me to release him. And I'm sure the look of confusion he's giving me is being matched by one 
dumbfounded look of my own. We're both paralyzed not knowing what to do or say to one another. 


Hesitance is apparent in his eyes. | can see his internal struggle with morality. | know he's thinking of Izzy. But 
its not a look that suggests he wants to back out. | think he wants this, he's just too bust analyzing the 
dynamics of what would happen if he gave in to me. 


| release his wrists and look down in shame. "Sorry.| probably shouldn't have done it.” 


Nikki still holds that stone confusion and questioning in his eyes. But then | feel his arms snake around my 


waist. "You want me, right?" He questions. 


"So bad baby, Im dying for you." | yearn. "But you're drunk, you sure you want to do this?" | always feel the 
need to be skeptical with him. 


‘Im right here T-Bone," he says as his lips nip at my neck. 
"So youre finally saying yes..after all this fucking time? What about Fucking Izzy?" 


Nikki huffs, "Like the ambitious shit ain't doing the same thing." 


Joy overfills me as | seize his lips again. "I've dreamed about his. All I've ever wanted was to feel you in my 


arms." 


"Then stop stalling and get on with it," he smirks drunkenly. He walks to his bed disrobing along the way. His 
body has haunted me for years. 


| stand there watching him lounge across the bed with a smirk. He wants me. | join him on the bed as he 
straddles me and rips my shirt off straight down the center. I'm caught up in the moment and do the same. In 
moments our searing bare flesh is touching one another and our hands trace one another feverishly. 


"Fuck me Tommy. Make me feel," Nikki states as his eyes close in rapture as our bodies intertwine. 


"I don want to just fuck you Nikki. | want to show you how much | love you. | want to take my time and keep 


you with me as long as | can" 
Nikki hovers across me and kisses me. "then what's the hold up T-Bone, here | am. Just fucking do it." 


| wish | knew if he were being sincere or not. | mean he was so fucking drunk and not thinking clearly. Izzy 


loved Nikki, nothing could be more true. But why now, after so many years was he willing to sleep with me? 
"You and Izz fighting?" | ask. 


"No," Nikki shakes his head, But its not like I'll ever see him again. | just want to feel how | feel with you. You 
say you love me. | just need to feel that shit to stay sane. Chicks just aren't cutting it. | need a mans touch." 


"l'm all man," | smirk and undo my fly. 
"Oh yeah.prove it" 
Never ask a Crew guy to prove somethign Because we fucking will. Fuck the concenquences. We were too 


competetive and challenging to ever back out of something we were asked to prove. Nikki and | always got off 


on showing people. 


The Substitute 


The Substitute 
Nikki's POV 


| try to tell myself that I'm drunk and making choices | wouldn't normally make. That if | were sober | would 
never even allow myself to be guilty of the thought of another man. There had been no other guy in my life 
is such a long time. It had always been me and Izzy. But Izzy isn't here, and it's been so long since I've seen 


him. 


And then here comes Tommy just when I'm missing Izzy the most. Missing him and dying for him. So when 
Tommy kissed me it reminded me of Izzy, even the way in which he pinned my wrists. And me, | was just 
drunk enough to envision my love. And Tommy's lips tastes like Izzy. Whiskey and Cigarettes. In the dim lighting 
| could mistake his hair as black. And when | touched him, he felt just as scrawny as lzz did. 


But more importantly is Tommy's reaction to all this. When he touches me his hands feel me body like he's 
molding a sculpture. They have longed for me. Now that they have me he doesn't wish to let me go. The way 
he looks at me is enamored. His brown eyes search mine for my soul. Who knows if he can actually find one? 
But still his eyes keep looking at me with such wonder struck admiration and relief. And he keeps telling me 


how much he loves me, always loved me, always wanted me, always waited for this moment. 


He undresses me and | allow it to happen. Don't ask me what I'm thinking right now. Maybe I'm thinking that 
since | can't be with Izzy this is the next best thing. Maybe l'm sick of these groupies who only want me 
because l'm Nikki Sixx. Or maybe its T-Bones professions of love. Izzy and | hardly ever tell one another that, 
it's a give to us. We both grew up not hearing much of that shit, so we make it no sort of a habit. However 


from a psychological point of view, if you never heard it growing up, you long for the shit. 

And somehow | believed Tommy. | believed the strokes of his hands. | believed the look in his eyes. | believed it 
when he said that he loved me. | felt it. | liked feeling it. It made me feel like | mattered more to Tommy than 
anything in this fucking world. | like it when everything is all about me. 


| dont want to hurt you Nikki," Tommy says in the softest voice I've ever heard him give as his hand runs 


through my hair. "M-maybe you should top." 


| have no problem with that. | was used to mostly topping. Izzy preferred it that way. He usually only fucked 


me when | begged or he couldn't get off. | nod and we change positions. 
"Get on your knees," | say as | stroke mu dick with a hand full of spit. 


"No. want to see your face," he says stroking my cheek with an almost pleading look in his eyes. 


| nod and climb between his thighs. | look down and slide my dick into his slowly. his eyes shut as a moan of 
delight comes from him. Then in that moment all | could think about was Izzy. Was this shame, guilt, and 
regret? 

So | justify it the best | can. Izzy had never been with me and just me. He had lay down for whoever could get 
him ahead in this music business. But | had never cheated on Izzy before. Chicks just don't count. It feel wrong 
to be doing this. However my dick has different ideas. 

Funny how things we know are wrong can sometimes feel so fucking right. 

"Tell me you love me," | whisper into his ear as | begin to slowly move my hips. 

‘| love you Nikki," he whispers back as his arms wrap around me. 

| pull back to look into his eyes. 


He clasps my face and gives me a very serious nod, "I love you Nikki.” 


| bury my head in his neck and continue moving. He loved me. Tommy really fucking loved me. | feel my eyes 


building with tears and | can't for the life of me explain why. 


A New Day 


A New Day 
Nikki's POV 


Another new day pounds in my skull reminding me that l'm sober and my body hates my fucking guts. | open 
my eyes and see Tommy next to me with his arm across my waist. | lie there and look at him for a long while. 
| had cheated on Izzy. But last night with Tormmy.He made me feel things | had never before felt. One hour 


with Tommy was more love than lzzy had shown me in five years. 


My stomach starts to churn and | don't see a liquor bottle in arms length. | don't want to wake Tommy. He's 
perfect just like this. If he wakes up e's just going to start talking and asking me a million questions | have no 


fucking answers for. 


So | lip into Sixx stealth mode and spend the next twenty minutes sliding out from under him. I'm pretty sure 
he never wakes up. | stand up and the room starts to spin. | grab my stomach and head quickly for the 
bathroom. | barely make it before vomit is spilling out of me. There's blood in it. That happens a lot. Doctors 
say the coke and stomach acid is trying to eat away at my esophagus. 


| flush the toilet and run my hand through my hairMy nose is clogged from the constant blow up it. Nothing 
made it unclog except more coke. But that was only a secondary problem. | had to get some booze in me fast. 
That was the only way | was going to rid myself of this four alarm hangover. That was something | really 
missed about Izzy. He always made sure a bottle was next to the bed. It was the first thing we reached for in 


the mornings. 


| scrounge the floor for my clothes and quietly dress as | watch Tommy sleep. | can still hear him telling me 
how much he loved me. And | loved that, | did, but my heart belonged to Izzy. | couldn't see a way to ever love 
anyone but Izzy. But how do | tell Tommy that shit? Last night meant so much to him. | could see it in his 
eyes. Did | lead him on? God | hope | didn't. 


Fuck what do | do? Just sneak out? Wake him up? Leave a note? Surely he understands how much Izzy means 
to me. Then | get a flash of that first kiss with Tommy last night. Fuck, | started this shit because | kissed 
him back. | flirted | threw myself at him like some groupie. 


| wouldn't have done that if | hadn't been so drunk, would |? I'm so fucking confused. Then | spot some coke left 
by the bed. | sigh in relief and walk over to it. | make out a few lines and snort them and hope they open my 
sinuses. | hold my head back and try to snort quietly until | taste the coke in the back of my throat. My nose 


is slowly starting to open up. That's one problem solved. 


| look at Tommy trying to decide what to do. | decide against waking him because l'm just not ready to deal 


with the conversation | knew was eminent. No, | needed help from Jack Daniels before | was ready for that 


conversation. And a note. That's shit you do to a chick. | couldn't just leave some bullshit note saying how good 


last night was. So | did the Nikki Sixx thing, | just left. I'l face the music later. 


| make it halfway to the door when the phone rings. FUCK. Naturally Tommy starts to stir. | quickly answer 
the phone. "Yeah?" | blurt out in a fast coked out pace. 


"Mornin darlin," a voice in my ear says softly. Izzy. 

"Izzy," | say as my mind starts to race. | look to Tommy who is looking at me with furrowed brows of concern, 
"You sound a bit wired darlin," Izzy speaks. 

"Uh..no, just in a hurry, running late for an interview," | quickly make up a lie. 


| wont keep you then. | was just calling to let you know we get three days off so I'm flying in to see you 
tomorrow. What city will you be in?" 


"Philadelphia," | answer. 


"Good, l'm actually really close by so it will be a short flight. | made us a little score. l'm saving it till | see 


you." 


"Ok, cool," | say, "| really gotta go zz, see you tomorrow,” and | hang up. 


| turn my eyes on Tommy. He has never looked more hurt or crushed in his life. Fuck me, last night really was 


real for him. 


Fucking Really Dude? 

Fucking Really Dude? 

Tommy's POV 

When that phone rang | woke up. The first thing | see is Nikki was trying to get out of that room. | saw the 
look on his face screaming ‘Fuck!. And it would have to fucking be Stradlin on the other end of the fucking line. 
Apparently he will be dropping in tomorrow. Yipppeee! Then the second Nikki hangs up the phone he's darting 
for the goddamn door again. 


"Dude?!" | call out, "You're just gonna leave and shit? You're not going to say a fucking word?" 


Nikki slowly turns on his heels to face me. His eyes lay hidden behind his hair. His jaw clenches then loosens. His 
Adam's Apple bobs up then down. “Tommy..last night was..good.um..thank you." 


"Are you seriously fucking kidding me?" | ask sitting up and looking at him with huge bulging eyes. "Last night 
was good, thank you?" 


Nikki's head drops, "I was really fucking drunk man. Then you kissed me.! guess | was lonely and missing Izzy 
and when you kissed me | thought about how it felt like Izzy.My dick was hard and shit." he tries his best to 
just shrug last night off completely. 


"I fucking told you | loved you Nikki! | showed you! What the fuck! How are you just going to ignore that and 


fucking make it seem like it was some casual fuck?!" | yell at him. 
"It was just casuall" He interrupts me. 
Do you know what it sounds like when a heart breaks? Well | do. You hear it pounding so hard in your chest 


and head. It beats faster and faster then it just fucking stops. Your body starts to feel weightless and this 


sense of numbness comes in to try to protect you from the pain with disbelief. You refuse to give up or let 


go. 
A tear drops from my right eye. "It wasn't just fucking casual to me Nikki" 

"T-Bone," he sighs, "Don't fucking cry. You know how much I love Izzy" 

"Yeah, and you know how much | love you now too," | sniffle. 

"What the fuck do you expect me to do?" He shrugs his shoulders at me. "Do | just abandon a five year 


relationship with someone | love very much and just fly into your arms because you love me? Its not my 


fucking fault you set yourself up for failure!" 


Now he's trying to turn this into a huge fight. Nikki worked funny in the way he would pick a fight just to get 
out of a place. He wanted to leave this room and get away from me so bad he was making this into an 
argument so he could simply leave. Well that shit might work with Izzy but it doesn't fucking work with me. | 
will not be fucking ignored. | get out of the bed in one swift movement and plant myself in front of the door. 


There's no escape now Nikki. 


| grab his shoulders and look under his hair and into those green eyes. "Are you honestly going to tell me that 
last night you felt nothing? Nothing?!" 


His eyes flutter to the ground, "I didn't say that Tommy." 

"Then what in the fuck are you saying dude? It was just a one night fucking stand?" 

"It has to be," Nikki nods. 

"But why? We have so much time together. We could do this.." 

‘| love Izzy," he cuts me off, "Ok Tommy? | love lzzy and | can't cheat on him behind his back with you." 


"Do you fucking hear yourself right now?" | ask "How many fucking nights has he left you to go suck and fuck 
record executives and A¢R guys? He cheats on you right and left!" 


"IFs just business, you know how it is T-Bone," he sighs and runs a hand through his hair. 
"And that makes it ok?" | shrug. 


Nikki nods, "Yeah that makes it different..us..last night..well it wasn’t exactly a fucking business meeting now 
was it?" 


"Bro do you need some fucking smack or what? You're not thinking real clear and shit" 
Nikki looks directly at me, "Tommy I'm thinking more clearly than | have in a long fucking time. So listen to me 
carefully. Last night was a mistake. It never fucking happened. Do you fucking understand me?" The look in his 


eyes is his look of empowered authority he got when he bossed people around to get his way. 


"Fuck you Nikki. You go ahead and forget if you want, but you can't make me forget. | won't forget! | fucking 


couldn't if | tried!" I'm almost crying again. 
"Yeah?" He asks dryly, "Well you have to live with it, not me." 


| couldn't believe he could turn so cold This was not how | had planned to start this fucking day! Fuck can 
somebody please hit rewind? Mr. Screenwriter can we get a rewrite on that last scene there? No, this wasn't 


supposed to play out like this. No, it's not supposed to go this way! 


lm out of here," Nikki sighs and whizzes past me in my state of jaw gaping shock. | jerk with a jolt of alarm 
when the door shuts and snaps me from my daze. What the fuck just happened? He just fucking left? After 
last night, after all that was said and done he just leaves? The only thing | know to do in this moment is turn 
every confused and hurt feeling | have right now into bitter resentment for Izzy fucking Stradlin. | wished he 


were fucking dead. 


Izzy's Shocth Sense 


Izzy's Sixxth Sense 
Izzy's POV 


| never knew | could miss Nikki so much. As soon as | stepped off that plane | saw his black hair blowing in the 
breeze. He's in shades with a crooked smile on his face. Me, I'm probably smiling like an idiot. | want to throw 
myself into his arms and | could give a fuck who sees. But that's not how things work with me and Nikki. | 


casually throw an arm around his shoulder. 


‘lm so ready to get your sexy ass back to the hotel," | whisper to him. He doesn't really react which | find 
odd. We climb into the back of a limo and Nikki actually sits across from me as opposed to next to me. "You 
getting shy on me Sixx?" | smirk and start rummaging for a drink. Another oddity | notice is that Nikki hasn't 
uttered one word to me yet. Not that he missed me or even to ask how my tour was going. "Why are you all 


fucking weird?" | ask raising an eyebrow at him. 


He opens his mouth to speak but hesitates. "Um.somebody gave me these pills, not sure what they were. Have 


me..spaced out | guess." 


| sightly tilt my head and watch as his eyes twitch when he looks at me. He's lying. What is he lying to cover 


up? “You're lying to me," | say. 

He huffs and rolls his eyes, ‘I'm not lying Izz, why would | need to?" 

| pull a bottle to my mouth as | scrupulously study him. "I dunno Nikki, but you're lying to me. | can always tell 
when you lie and you fucking know it. So stop wasting our time and fucking spill it. What's going on? Did 
something happen? Is Electra on your ass for me flying in or something?" 


Nikki slightly shakes his head no. "Its just the pills 122, | promise." 


"Bull fucking shit Nikki, this isn't some fucking side effect. Either something bad has happened or you've done 


something bad, so which is it?" 

He only sighs and stares out the window. "I really don't feel so good sweetheart." 

"Well darlin, | brought a cure for your every ail but you ain't getting it until you fucking tell me the truth." | 
slouch down in the seat and just stare him down. He knows l'm not fucking bluffing. And | know he wants a 


fucking fix so bad he can almost taste it in his mouth. 


"Come on Izz, I'm not in the mood for this shit. | took some pill that didn't agree with me, end of fucking 
story," his eyes still refuse to look at mine. 


| point a finger at him, "Either you fucking tell me what you're trying so hard to hide or I'm going right back 
to the fucking airport.” 


He looks to me, "Baby please don't go, | missed you so fucking much. | love you." 


My eyebrow shoots up. He loved me? Yeah he was trying to cover up something alright. There isn't a romantic 
mushy bore in his fucking body..except when he wants something. But I'm pretty sure the only thing | have 
that he could possibly want is smack. And frankly it was a safe bet to say that | would just simply give it to 


him. No need for mind games, manipulations, and lies.so why was he doing it? What in the fuck was going on? 


"Nikki.did you do something?" | ask in a tone that makes Nikki start to shake and tears well up in his eyes. 
Jesus fucking Christ what had he done? "Nikki, what did you do?" | almost whisper. 


He covers his face with both hands and leans over between his knees sobbing. Fucking shit, | don't know if | 
should fucking comfort him or goddamn get ready to hit him. He was crying like a two year old, this had to be 
fucking bad. My stomach twinges as the thoughts and possible scenarios start dancing around in my head. 


Then | hear him yelling into his hands that muffle his words, "I'm scared to lose you." 


He was scared to lose me? There would only be one fucking reason why he would ever say that at a time like 
this. | lean back in the seat with a slightly gaping jaw as all the puzzle pieces fell into place. | watched as Nikki 
just hid his face in shame and cried. Yeah, just one reason for all this display. Nikki fucked someone else. A 


someone who wasn't a chick. 
"Who'd you fuck Nikki?" | calmly ask. 


His sobbing becomes even more immerse as he starts to hyperventilate a bit. | knew it. | was right. Nikki 
fucked someore else. Who? | roll the faces of people around in my head like some imaginary Rolodex. Then one 
face jumps out at me. The only one that made sense. The only one that would make Nikki behave like this. He 
fucked Tommy. Tommy was his best friend and his band mate. It would be like me fucking Axl. | assure you If | 
did | would be acting probably just the same as Nikki is. 


"You fucked Tommy, didn't you?" the words involuntarily slip from my lips. 


Nikki, face still buried in his hands, sobs more and nods. Holy shit. He fucked Tommy. Fuck! Again, do | comfort 
him because he's hurting from making a bad mistake, or do | fucking punch him in the jaw for fucking Tommy? 


Decisions, decisions. 


'Izzy.l'm so fucking sorry baby. | was alone. | was lonely and depressed. Fuck man, every since you went 
number one | felt like | was going to lose you. | was so fucking drunk last night | set off the fucking sprinklers 
by setting doors on fire with hairspray. Then Tommy was there and he kissed me.." Nikki wipes at his nose 
with a pause, "and | couldn't help but think how much his lips felt like yours..and | missed you and it reminded 


me of you so | kissed him back. And he's scrawny like you..and.! just. fucked up." 


| examine Nikki like a fucking hawk. There was more to this tale. | can understand him being upset, fuck, even 
pissed, but he's utterly distraught. | just stay paralyzed and watch every breath Nikki takes, every tear he 
wipes away, every shift in his movements, every fucking bat of his eyelashes. Eventually he will give himself 
away, he always does. I'm patient. I'll play his little game with him since l'm fucking bored. 


"Well.was it good?" | dryly ask and pull the bottle to my lips. 


Not Like A Bitch 


Author's Notes: 
Ok now it's time for evil Izzy to play. 


Not Like A Bitch 

Izzy's POV 

Don't mistake my indifference as not caring. | care. | feel like | just got stabbed in the fucking chest. You have 
no clue how hard I'm struggling to hold myself together. | wanted to wrap my hands around Nikki's goddamn 
throat and strangle him to the point of blacking out. Maybe then he would fucking get that he was mine. 

But | don't. | keep my cool which leaves Nikki on guard. | like to keep the bastard guessing. Right now he doesn't 
know if I'm going to attack him. Have the limo turn take me back to the airport. Or act as though it doesn't 
even matter. | mean lets be honest, | haven't exactly been the most faithful companion to Nikki over the years. 
But he always understood and let shit slide. | suppose out of respect | owe him the same. 

"Come on darlin, tell me if it was good," | urge as | pull out a cigarette and light it. 


"l zzy." 


"I've heard lots of shit about how big he is? Just curious darlin" | smirk and exhale, "You seem to be walking 


just fine so am | to assume there's a little folklore afoot?" 

"Izz," Nikki sighs. 

| shrug, "Guess it would be awkward for you to tell me" | drag from my cigarette again, "You want him?" 

Nikki shakes his head no and looks at me with all the sincerity in the fucking world. 

"So this wont be a habit?" | ask 

"No, it was a mistake. I'm sorry Iz, it'll never happen again" 

| nod and remain silent with my forgiveness. Naturally | had to punish folks. There was no way Nikki was going 
to get a piece of me tonight, obviously. He royally fucked himself out of that one by being a shitty liar. But we 


were pleasantly civil to one another. | suppose the smack we did had a little to do with that. 


But don't be fooled and think I'm taking this lying down like some little bitch. No. Somebody would account for 


this. Somebody would soon learn not to fuck with my shit. | cook up fixes for me and Nikki. | make Nikki's just a 
tad stronger so he will drift off to sleep. Once he starts to nod Í prep a third fix. This one would get an 
elephant off. | smile at the syringe as | thump out the bubbles. 


| look over at Nikki who is in the prone position of a nodded out junkie. | rise to my feet and slowly drift to the 
door. | linger out of the room and sway down the hall with the syringe twirling between my knuckles. | go down 
three doors and lean on the door frame. | reach into my pocket and pull out my switchblade. | press the 
button and watch the blade fly out. | place the tip in the lock on the door. With the ball of my fist | hit the 
end of the knife and drive it into the lock. It barely makes more than a click sound. | spin the broken lock 
effortlessly and let myself into the dark room. 


Silence. Sheer silence aside from the deep breathing of someone sound asleep. My eyes start to adjust to the 
darkness and there | find him asleep. Naked. Tommy fucking Lee. Of course | have to check out his cock for a 
minute. Looks like it would be a lot to take even when it's limp. Damn how was Nikki not limping? | knew his ass 
could take some abuse but this thing looked like fucking torture. 

Anyway, enough fucking off, time to get down to business. Time to make it a very validated point to Tommy 
that he is in no way to ever fucking think about touching Nikki again | have to be as convincing to him as 
possible. Must cement my point in fucking stone. 

| look over him sleeping once more. | raise my hand that holds Dumbo's fix. | see the needle glint in the 
moonlight. My eyes scan the nape of his neck for his jugular. If I'm still enough | can see his pulse. | ready the 
needle with one hand and prepare to gag Tommy with my other. 

In one very brief and very calculated moment | do three things at once. | shove the needle into Tommy's neck, 
jump on top of him and pin his body, and clasp a hand across his mouth. A smirk prowls my face as | look 
down at him. 

"You move and | sear to God I'll pump you so full of smack you'll be dead before | can get the plunger down" 
My voice is low and flat but this shit comes off as pretty menacing | think But then Tommy starts to squirm. 
"Don't believe me huh? How about | give you a little taste to show you just how serious | am." 

| push down on the plunger and watch as his eyes slightly start to roll back. 

"Mmmm see, don't that shit feel fucking great? Maybe even better than being with Nikki last night huh?" 


Tommy mumbles something under my hand. 


‘It wasn't a question Tommy. Yeah | know all about you taking your shot with Nikki while he was fucking drunk. 
But then being a pedophile like you you're used to taking your ques at other's indisposed moments.’ 


My finger shakes over the plunger wanting to sink it all into him and end his miserable fucked up existence. 
"Isn't Nikki a bit old for you Tommy? And a bit taken already?" 
Tommy just looks up at me and I'm not sure how high | already got him. He's not struggling anymore. 


"That was a question Tommy. Isn't Nikki a bit fucking old for you and already taken?" | repeat raising my voice. 
"Fucking nod!" 


Tommy nods and moans a bit. 
"So | take it we won't have to have this conversation again, right?" 
Tommy shakes his head no. 


"Because if we do." a demented snarl comes from my gut, "Ill make it look like a fucking accident. Am | crystal 


fucking clear Tommy?" 
He nods. 


"Good," | smile, "that's real good" | start to softly sing to him as | gently push in on the plunger and release 


even more smack into him. "Now hush little baby don't you cry, if | come back you're gonna die." 


Tommys eyes flutter and roll and he passes out. | pull the needle out and hold it in my teeth as | turn Tommy 


onto his side. See l'm nice. | could just let him take his chances with choking on his own vomit. 


"Sweet dreams," | whisper and kiss my fingertip and touch it to his lips. | slide out of his room and back to 


Nikki's undetected. Nikki still nods just as | had left him. Now it's my turn to nod. 


Nobody's Bitch 


Nobody's Bitch 
Tommy's POV 


| woke up feeling like total hammered dog shit. | moan as | try to move. Vague recollections cloud my memory 
of having Izzy shoot me full of fucking heroin. | wrangle my body into an upright position and stand. | try to 
make it to a mirror but my balance is all fucked up. | stumble and stagger through the room clenching 


anything of stability for general support. 


Finally | can see myself in a mirror. | turn on a light and fucking wish to god | didn't because the light is 
fucking killing me. | squint and rub my eyes until the initial pulsing behind them stops. | turn my head and can 
make out the residual bruising on my neck A tiny red dot tells me that that bitch motherfucker Izzy did 
fucking shoot me up. And he threatened me.fuck Izzy! 


| begin a semi-futile endeavor of getting dressed Normally a seemingly easy fucking thing to do, right? Not for 
me this morning. l'm still half drunk from yesterday and can feel the lingering haze of smack still. What | need 
is four fucking fat ass lines of coke to wake me up. Unfortunately | don't have any, that is until | go find some. 
But first | had to take care of some business. 


| had to tell Nikki the fucked up shit his precious Izzy did to me last night. | still couldn't remember it all 
clearly but believe me | got the fucking point. Izzy was telling me that if | didn't back the fuck off from Nikki 
he would fucking kill me. On what motherfucking planet does he fucking reside? No loser ass junkie like him is 
gonna fucking threaten me. Yeah he planned and plotted to catch me with a guard down so he could get the 
upper hand, but let's see how he does when the odds belong to me? Izzy's not a fucking fighter. He's a skinny 
ass junkie who probably hasn't got the energy to walk half a mile. I'm fucking Tommy Lee. | run everywhere | 
go. | fucking play drums upside down and shit. Izzy ain't no fucking match for mel 


| finally manage to get dressed in pants at least. Fuck fucking shoes because..well.just because | can't fucking 
see straight enough to tie the fuckers. | exit my room and lean into the wall to guide me so | don't look like l'm 
totally fucked. Management was looking for any reasons they could to throw one or all of us into fucking 


rehab. Bastards. 


| lean my head into Nikki's door and knock at it. | wait but there is no answer. | knock again and wait even 


longer. Still nothing. | bang with the side of my fist. "NIKKI! OPEN UP MAN!" Bang Bang Bang! 
Eventually after what feels like an hour of banging to my fist | hear a lock unlock on the door. The door cracks 
open and | see Izzy, fully fucking clothed in hat and shoes, the whole nine yards, but | could tell | had just woke 


him up. 


"What the fuck do you want?" He asks me as he rubs his eyes. 


‘Ive gotta talk to Nikki," | say. | want to fucking punch him so goddamn bad. 

"He's asleep, fuck off," Izzy mumbles and attempts to shut the door. 

This enrages me. | shove the door open and sprint in almost trampling Izzy in the process. | make it to the bed 
and see Nikki laying across his bed on his stomach. He too is still fully dressed. What he has on was what he 
was wearing yesterday. My eyes dart to the immediate surroundings. Everything | see just about, is used to 
fucking get high, plastic lemons, cotton balls, black spoons, candles burnt down to nothing, and fucking needles. 
"Did | not make myself clear last night?" Izzy mumbles from the wall as he lights a cigarette. 

"Fuck you!" | yell and point my finger at him. | turn back to Nikki and shake him. "Nikki! Nikki wake up man” 
Nikki groans and shifts his weight onto his side. 


"Just let him sleep," Izzy calmly exhales. 


| pick up a syringe and throw it at Izzy like a fucking dart, but the fucker dodges it. "He was clean for months! 
Why'd you let him do this?!" 


Izzy just smirks at me, "Define clean for me again?" 


| just shake Nikki and call his name until | know he's waking up. A positive sign that Nikki is awake is usually a 
loud ‘Fuck Off. This morning he merely mumbles it. 


"Nikki you have to wake up." 

‘Mmmm..why?" he drowsily asks. 

| have to tell you something," | shake him. 

"Fuck off Tommy," he grumbles and pulls a pillow over his head. 

Good, he's awake. "Nikki.Izzy tried to fucking kill me last night." 

| hear Izzy huff from the wall where he still stood just smoking and watching. 


| pull the pillow away from Nikki. His eyes slightly open as his forehead scrunches up. "What the fuck kind of 
crazy shit are you talking? Izzy was here with me all fucking night.” 


| glare up at Izzy who is just looking at me with a tiny sly smirk "No Nikki, it's true, look at my neck bro. He 
was gonna give me a lethal dose of smack." 


Nikki's lips draw into a smirk almost just like the one Izzy was giving me. "Why would he waste all his smack on 


you?" 

| just take a step back and stare at him. "You don't fucking believe me?" | ask. 

Nikki rolls up into a ball and | hear him mumble, "I don't care." 

Then | hear Izzy open the door, "Have a lovely day," he slightly tips his hat at me and motions for me to leave. 
I'm so fucking shocked. Nikki is totally out of it and won't listen. | have no choice but to wait for him to wake 
up. | sigh in defeat and slowly start for the door. The goddamn smirk on Izzy's face just twists me up inside. 
It's taunting me. Laughing at me. He thinks he's won. Fuck him. 

| rare back my right fist and punch Izzy right in the goddamn smirk. He goes down just like | knew the pussy 


bitch would. | spit on him laid out in the floor. "Yeah," | huff, "hush little baby, don't you cry. | came back and | 
didn't die."Then, simply because it brings me great satisfaction, | kick him in the fucking ribs while he's down. 


The Onion 


The Onion 
Nikki's POV 


When | finally woke up | remembered vaguely that Tommy had been to my room earlier. He told me something 
but | don't remember what. Oh well, if it was an important Motley matter | would be informed by five 
different people. This was a system Electra came up with since | don't tend to not remember shit when l'm 


fucking high. And Tommy knows not to tell me important shit when I'm out of it. 


| stretch and look over to find Izzy laying across the bed beside me. His hat is pulled down over his eyes 
blocking out the light. | smile at how fucking beautiful he looked when he slept. It was the only time he ever 
seemed completely relaxed. Perhaps that was just a bi-product of having been a dealer so long. With Izzy who 
could possibly really know. 


People usually never get a chance to really know Izzy. For the most part he just blocks everyone out. Or 
maybe it's the first impression he gives when you meet him. It was like an ‘| don't care’ mixed with some || 
don't like you' and carefully rounded out with a ‘Fuck you'. But he didn't use to be this way. It was a.a 
mechanism he had created over the years. I'm not saying he isn't likable, he is. People who get to know him 
usually hold him in the highest regard. What I'm saying is, not many ever get to actually know him. He was 


certainly and onion, a huge one with tiny thin layers. 
| lift the brim of his hat. "Earth to Izzy." 


| see a smile drawing to his lips but his eyes stay shut. "Mmmm, Izzy's not home right now, leave your name 


and number. Beep." 
Nobody made me laugh like Izzy. Fuck, it had been a long fucking time since anyone but him had. Most people 
never know how fucking funny he is sometimes with his dry humor and sarcasm. But | know how wonderful he 


is, even if no one else fucking does. 


| smile, "Uh.hey Izz, it's Nikki, just calling to let you know I'm free for the next hour if you want me to suck 


your cock.but | guess you're not home..so.." 
Izzy opens one eye and smiles up at me with a raised eyebrow. "I can be available real quick for that darlin 
"You still mad at me for Tommy?" | ask looking down and losing my smile. 


| can hear Izzy draw in a sigh. "I keep telling myself that.that maybe | deserve it. | know Ive..well.| could have 


been better to you." 


This is Izzy trying to have an emotional moment with me. Izzy's not real good at expressing feelings ya know? 
But | understand him. What he's saying to me is actually rather heartbreaking. See, in any high paying business 
someone has to fuck someone. For us musicians we literally start out on our knees sucking off fat old fucks 
who run clubs or studios. Then the next thing you know you're getting fucked in a bathroom by some Record 
company scout. And eventually you make it to having a train run on you in the back of a limo by some 
president or executive. Do you really think that shit was something we wanted to happen? Its just how it 


fucking is. 


| know Tommy wants to judge Izzy for that shit because he was doing it while we were together. But | can't 
hold it against him. | had fucking been there too. And every time Izzy had to do something like that he always 
came home to me in tears. Izzy hated to do it. He wanted to just give up but | always told him he couldn't give 


up. And Axl pushed shit a lot too. So Izzy's still trying. 


l'm pretty sure that was what had caused Izzy to change. To deal with shit like that happening to you you 
have to be able to find some way to detach yourself from shit. You have to have skin of fucking lead. It's hard 
to keep your blood from running cold. It gets harder to trust anyone, harder to open up to anyone. Gradually it 


seems like you just shut down. Drown it in booze, numb it with smack, and wake it all back up again with coke. 


No. Izzy didn't deserve what | did to him. That's why it hurts me so much to hear him say he felt like he did. 
"Izz, please don't say that. You didn't deserve it" 


He wipes a tear rolling from the corner of his eye. "It's ok darlin," He tries to say to me confidently, "It's in the 
past." 


And Izzy just didn't live in the past. His philosophy on that was ‘why go somewhere I've already beer’. | wish | 
was able to grasp that one. | seem to always find myself looking at things in hindsight and wishing | could go 
back and change them. But Izzy understood that once something was done, it was lost. You just can't go back 
and fix things like that. While Izzy may be able to forgive me, l'm not so sure | can 


"Nikki," he says softly as he looks at me, "I just don't know how to..Fuck.maybe I'm not very good for you. 


mean.maybe | bring you down" 

"That's ridiculous," | huff. 

He leans up on his elbows. "Nikki you've been clean for months. come in for one night and.Maybe | shouldn't 
have. just..l.l'm ashamed of myself. We are supposed to help the people we love.not..not make their problems 


worse.” 


"Where the fuck is this coming from zz?" | ask looking at him curiously. | had never heard him talk this way 


before. 


He shrugs and looks away, "It's nothing.just thoughts." 


But | wasn't so sure. Deep down | knew something had to have happened for this shit to even cross Izzy's 
brainwaves. | mean that's the kind of shit he would come at me with if he had been in a room with the Electra 


CEO's all day. That was shit he would say if he had listened to all the shit Tommy had told me. Why was he 
telling me this shit? 


Not Fair 


Not Fair 
Izzy's POV 


All | ever wanted to do was just play my guitar. | never wanted life to throw me curve balls and pain. | never 
wanted anything but smooth sailing. Its sort of tragic when you learn life just doesn't fucking work that way. 
Life is hard and rough and kicks you when you're down I'm not saying I'm down, in fact shit's going pretty 
fucking good for the band. It's just my personal life that is up for question 


| may be emotionally crippled. | may not be good at talking over my feelings. | know | don't always properly 
express them. Sometimes | do try to deny them all together, try to blot them out, but it doesn't always work. 


When Nikki and | first got together | was so happy. That kind of happiness that only comes when you know 
nothing of the real world. A child like state of perfection. Everything made me feel so alive. | was in love with 
being in love. Nikki wasn't so different back then. He had already learned life was a fucking battle field full of 
dead soldiers. He had already began becoming jaded. But, like me, all he wanted to do was make it. 


And then he did. He took off so much faster than | was. But then Nikki is the type of guy who always makes 
sure you know he's there. He was clever. But then we ended up as junkies. Slowly everything has sort of taken 
a back seat to getting high. Sometimes its all | can fucking think about. Then, there's occasions where | cry 
myself to sleep wishing | could just kick the shit. 


Nikki and | both had been clean of junk until | came to see him and brought some. | ended that cleanness. What 
had | been thinking? That was a fucked up thing to do. | could have come without fucking smack. | fucked up 
the most because | know Nikki has no brakes when it comes to drugs. My actions are going to result in 


disaster for him. | can't stop kicking myself because l'm such a fucking junkie. 


| don't want to hurt him like this. | don't want to drag him down. But | can't fucking let Tommy take him away 
from me either. For what it's worth, | do fucking love him. But so did Tommy. | could see it in his eyes. | won't 
lie and saw | don't feel threatened, because | do. Tommy has no trouble expressing how he feels. Nor does 
Tommy have to be away from Nikki the way | do. He was competition, and l'm not so sure | have the 
competitiveness in me that's required to hang on to Nikki. But | just can't fucking imagine life without him. 


"Izz, you ok bro?" | hear a voice saying to me. | turn and see Duff sitting across from me with a concerned 


look. 
| just nod and stare back out the window. 


"You're sweating," he points out. 


| run the back of my hand across my forehead, "Uh yeah, just.just partied too hard with Nikki | guess.” 
"How is he?" Duff asks me. 
"He's fine," | shrug. 


| can see the questioning look in his eyes. It's like he can just look at me and tell things aren't going as well as | 


say. "Sure you don't want to talk about whatever is bothering you?" 

‘lm fine," | say as | light myself another cigarette. 

"Blow that smoke up someone else's ass," he huffs and brings a bottle of Vodka to his lips. 

My eyes flutter down | just wasn't someone who discussed his problems. | never had with anyone except Nikki 
or Axl. But these days Axl doesn't have the time with me to realize that anything is wrong. When did Duff 
learn to read me? 

"You can talk to me Izz," | hear him saying softly. 

"I know," | nod. | look over at him and sigh softly, "Nikki fucked Tommy." 

Duff's eyebrows raise as he just stares at me silently. 

"Nikki was drunk and Tommy pretty much took advantage of it," | shrug it off. 

"Fuck Izz," | hear him barely breathe. 

"Its cool. | mean, it's not like I've never cheated on him." 

"That's different cheating," Duff shakes his head, "But Tommy." 

| just hold my hand up for him to shut up. "I know.. just." | shake my head and look back out the window, "I 
just don't know how to compete with Tommy. He really does love Nikki. And he knows exactly how to tell him 
and show him in all the ways | can't" 


"That's a fucking cop out," Duff practically yells at me, "You're a dozen of fucking Tommy!" 


| just looked at him. | was glad he thought so, but | just couldn't fucking see it. "What if I'm not?" | softly ask 


him. 


He sits his bass aside and crosses over and sits next to me. His arm goes around my shoulder and he tugs me 
to him. "No body is as awesome as you Izz. Tommy is a fucking man child. He's about as dumb as a fucking 


rock. And Nikki loves you." 


But | knew nothing in this life could last forever. 


"Nikki's a fucking fool if he doesn't. If you were mine Izz.." His words stop as | look at him. | can feel him letting 


me go from his embrace. 

"What?" | ask with a need to hear whatever he had just been thinking. 

He just sadly smiles and takes a drink, "Doesn't matter," he shakes his head, "you aren't mine." 

"But what were you going to say?" | ask again. 

Duff sighs, "Just that.if you were mine, | wouldn't let you push me away." 

"You think | push Nikki away?" | ask 

He slightly huffs, "zz, you'd push yourself away if you could. Yeah, | think you push Nikki away, and maybe you 
don't even realize it, but you do. I's what you always do. It's like you want the world to just look away from 
you, like you just want to be alone." 

What he said made sense. "How do | stop?" | softly ask like he actually has the answer. 

He gives me a soft smile, "Self control. Just knowing what you want and staying on track until you get it. Fuck 
surrender, surrender is not an option. You can't spend a life time running from things and people and expect 
them to just stick around for nothing. People have to know how you feel about them. You have to show them." 
I'm not good at that shit Duff," | shake my head. 

"| know," he nods with a warm smile. 

My eyes float back out the window. "Duff?" 

"Yeah?" He asks me. 

"Do you have feelings for me?" | ask without turning to look at his face. 

His answer comes without delay. "You still can't see that?" He asks. 

| turn to face him. “Then show me," | say. | mean it innocently. | just want to know how a person acts when 
they have feelings for someore. | just want Duff to teach me how to care again | want him to help me save 


what | have with Nikki. 


Duff's eyes soften as he looks at me looking at him. He hesitates a moment and just studies me. "It's not fair 


of you to ask me that." 

"Why?" | question because | honestly don't know why. 

"Because | fucking really care about you. You asking me to show you is asking me to hurt myself for your 
benefit, whatever that may be. I'm not willing to hurt myself just so you can teach yourself how to hang on 


to Nikki." He takes a drink and | look down. 


He was right, it wasn't fair of me to ask him for help in this matter. | know he cares about me but until this 


moment | never knew just how much. Fuck. | think Duff is in love with me. 


Conference Tables 


Conference Tables 
Izzy's POV 


David Geffen had flown in to meet with us. He called us down to some office building in downtown Chicago. He 
was delayed and we were left sitting in silence waiting. | look over to Axl. He's just sitting there with his hands 


in his lap staring at the conference table. He seems distant to everyone else but | know exactly where he is. 


| allow my own eyes to scan the table we sat it. It was polished maple so shiny you could almost make out 
your own reflection The downside to a table like this is that it shows every scratch and every fingerprint. 
Anything wet would temporarily bleach out the lacquer. It was also a surface in which pages would slide right 
off. Yet if you ran a hand across it you meet resistance. But Axl isn't admiring its shine, or seeing the flaws in 
the design. Thats not what makes him stare. 


See, Axl and | shared the same hatred for conference tables. Not because they represent any forms of 
discipline we associated with school. Not because they belonged to rich assholes. No, our hatred runs colder 
than that. It runs so deeply inside of me that it lays buried But in this brief moment I'm forced to remember. 
And | know Axl sits across from me doing the exact same thing. | lower my gaze to the overpolished surface. | 


stare at it until it starts to blur. This allows the memory to surface. 


My breath condensates on the table as | pant over it. The bare skin of my chest pressed to it has me on a 
slip free surface. | can't slide away no matter how badly | might want to. My breath shudders slightly as pain 
races through me. A few drops of sweat fall from my hair as | am slammed harder into the conference table. 


| bite my lips and try not to fucking cry. In this moment all | want to do is die. 


A grunt from Axl causes me to lift my head. His eyes squint shut and a tear squeezes out. | can see the old 
bastard behind him jackhammering away. His fat old fingers grasp tightly at Axl's ass. His eyes watched his 
own dick sliding in and out of Axl. He seemed pleased at any point in which Axl appeared to be experiencing any 


pain. 


| allow the memory to grow and can remember how the hands of the short fucker behind me had felt. They 
were sticky, wet with his sweat. He fucking touched me all over. | remember trying to lose myself in a 
daydream. Each time | reached the cusp of it a sharp jolt would tear me away and | would be slamming into 


the conference table again. 


Nikki had told me, warned me, of how this business was. | guess that innocent kid from Indian just couldn't 
believe it was true. So, like everything that was a lesson taught to me the hard way. Really hard on my knees 
in the beginning. But blow jobs will only get you halfway. Axl and | were going to be rock stars. No matter what 
the cost. And the cost that night was our first conference table meeting. 


It was far worse for Axl because he normally didn't fuck guys. In fact the last time he had had been when he 
was a child | remember seeing those memories all over his face as we got fucked on that table that night. | 
remember placing my hand over his. | remember his eyes meeting with mine and me silently telling him to hold 
on and to concentrate on me. | can think of no other way to help him through this. That night was our first 


conference table, but it wouldn't be our last. So yeah, Axl and | didn't care for fucking conference tables. 


When it was all over that night and we had just left the building, Axl drops to his knees around the corner. He 
grabs at his head sobbing as he just breaks down in front of me. | can remember lowering myself to my knees 
in front of him and wrapping my arms around him. In a situation like this required no words of false promises 

that it would be ok. In that moment all he needed to know was that he wasn't alone. | was there too. | knew 


exactly what he felt. We clung to each other crying for twenty minutes before either of us pulled away. 


| blink a few times until my vision clears and the memory is chocked back down into a regression | lift my 
eyes and they meet with Axl's. We are silently acknowledging the memories of tables just like this one. | just 
want to get the fuck out of here. | just want to get high and make this feeling go away. Coincidentally enough, 


that night would also become the first time a needle ever entered my vein 


When | made it back to his place that night | pretty much just fell apart. | didn't have to be strong for Axl 
now. And with one look at me Nikki knew exactly what had happened that night. | could tell from the look on his 
face that he felt so sorry for me. He had tried to warn me, | was just too stupid to hear it. But the hard way 
taught me. And then Nikki taught me a new lesson, the art of how the fuck to deal with it. For him it was 


smack, so that was all he knew to teach me. 


Motiey Tensions 


Author's Notes: 
A very happy 53rd Birthday to IZZY STRADLIN! We love you Izzy. 


Motley Tensions 

Nikki's POV 

Tommy had been in my fucking ear all morning trying to tell me how Izzy crept into his room and drugged him. 
Absurd. | had no clue Tommy could sink so low to try to get in my pants. But honestly, | could care less. I'm 
sick as a fucking dog. The smack is working it's way out of my system and | am beyond hungover. Mick keeps 
trying to show me some riff he came up with but | can't concentrate enough to pay attention. | just want to 


go home and curl up in my bed next to Izzy. 


"So | hear your worse half made the big time finally," Vince sneers as he makes out lines of coke on the 


newest billboard charts. 
| smirk, "Guess | should thank your coke habit for noticing." 


"Well if | had your smack habit | probably wouldn't have noticed," he quickly retorts in his most condescending 


and smart assed way. 

"Fuck off," | mumble and rest my head on the bus window. 

"Hes too fucking in love to hear you dude," Tommy scowls at me. Mick huffs and nods in agreement. 
"Hey fuck you guys, ok?" | snap. 

"You maybe could if your head wasn't stuck so far up Stradlins junkie ass," Tommy glares at me. 
"Oh shut up T-Bone," | roll my eyes. 

"Nikki | agree," Mick speaks. 

| send him daggers with my eyes, "Who fucking asked you?" 


Mick just scowls at me like a fucking teacher before grabbing his drink and lurching off. Mick never stuck 


around for arguements. In fact, he rarely stuck around for conversations. 


"Don't get pissed at Mick because you can't handle the truth," Vince says throwing his head back and letting 


the coke drain 

"The truth?" | snap, my eyes turning to him. 

"Yeah, the truth, you know, opposite of everything Izzy tells you," Tommy throws in 
"You're just jealous because | dont want to fuck youl" | yell at him. 

"Too much info," Vince chuckles and shakes his head slightly 

"That motherfucker stuck a Goddamn needle in my neck!" Tommy shouts rising to his feet 
"| so believe that," | mumble and look out the window. 

"| have no fucking reason to lie to you brol" He calls out 

"Oh really?" | snap. "Even if you fucking thought it would piss me off and make me mad enough to fuck you?" 
"You too fucking old for Tommy," Vince huffs and starts playing in the coke again 

"That's funy, | wasnt a week ago." 

Vinces eyes shoot up. "Oh shit, you guys fucked?" 

"Fuck off dude," Tommy flips him off 


"In this case | think that's a good idea," he nods gathering up coke and shit. "I don't think | need to be in the 
middle of this gay shit." 


Tommy just stares at me as Vince leaves. My stomach is churning, my head throbs and | don't care to hear a 
fucking thing he may be thinking. He just wants to turn me against Izzy. He hopes to be able to get me back in 
his fucking bed. Well it aint happening! | love Izzy. 


"Just save your bullshit for someone who might want to hear it," | sigh. 


"You're the only one who needs to fucking hear it Nikki. Izzy is a fucking loser!" His voice booms inside of the 
bus. Mick and Vince couldn't escape it by going bOft in the opposite direction 


| roll my eyes as | stare blankly out the window, "Well thats a matter of opinion and your opinion don't fucking 
matter." 


"What the fuck happened to you Nikki? We used to be best friends. We told each other every fucking thing. 


When did that change huh?" He asks me, his tone softening. 
"You want to know what happened? | got drunk and fucked you, that's what the fuck happened," | point out. 
"Don't play the fucking victim now Sixx, you fucking wanted it!" He shouts. 


"Do | need to point out that | was drunk again?" | just slump down further into the seat. 


"Oh bullshit Nikki! Nikki Sixx doesn’t do a goddamn thing he doesn't want to! In the back of your head you know 


you fucking wanted me, if you didnt you wouldn't have been so fucking easyll" 
"Now l'm fucking easy?!" | yell losing my patience. 

"Yeah," Tommy nods, "I think | could do it again under the right circumstances! 
"Don't hold your fucking breath T-Bone" 


"What's the matter Nikki, you afraid | might be right about that? You know you fucking liked it. | saw the look 


in your eyes." 
"It.it was dark," | sigh. 


‘Oh? But | thought you were so drunk you didn't know what was going on. But you remember enough to tell me 
some bullshit detail about it being dark? | think not," he smirks and shakes his head. 


I'd throw this son of a bitch from the bus while it's moving if | wouldn't have to find another fucking 
drummer. Plus management would expect me to fucking explain shit. I'd punch him right in his smug face if my 
joints weren't all achy. Fuck Tommy. Fuck him and his accusations. 

"What? Nothing else to say Sixx?" He cocks a grin at me. 

| just roll my eyes at him. "It's not worth wasting my breath for." 

"Well it is to me." 

"Fuck off and leave me alone man, I'm fucking sick," | say as | shift my weight further to the window. 

"You're sick because you've been shooting up smack with that fucking junkie for three fucking days! You were 
clean! You were fucking clean and that piece of shit shows up and turns everything upside down. Can't you 


fucking see that?" Tommy pleads. 


| just shake my head and stare out the window again. "Just fuck off.please.” 


"Please?" He asks. "What's wrong you afraid if you listen to me | might start to make sense?" 


"FUCK OFFI!" 


The Invitation 


The Invitation 
Izzy's POV 


A typical GNR sound check consists of about two to four hours of waiting. Sometimes its Stevie who's late 
but usually it's Axl. So we kill our time by doing various things. Duff drinks. Slash plays on his BMX. Steven 
fucks chicks. And me, | do as l'm supposed to do, | play my fucking guitar. Sometimes when the band says ‘fuck 
it we just rehearse without Axl. | mean | know all the songs, especially the ones | actually wrote and | can 


carry a tune so Duff and | share vocal duties sometimes. 


But right now everyone is shit faced drunk, self included, and bored off our ever-loving ass's. Slash keeps 
squealing out notes that sound like the death gargles of wild animals, not his best playing by far. Steven can't 
even stay on his stool. Every time he goes for a cymbal he falls off. Duff is laying flat on his back with his 
bass on his stomach because the world is spinning for him. And yeah, I'm drunk too, attempting to slur out 


lyrics while the whole world waits for Axl. 


He will be pissed when he gets here and finds us in this condition We will probably get a two hour rant, most 
likely his threatening to quit or systematically firing us one by one. Then he will storm off without ever singing 
the first note and we will be right back where we started again. Keeping up with Axl's mood swings was a 
daunting task and almost a feat that couldn't be accomplished. Unfortunately the job of ‘talking’ with Axl always 
fell on me because | had had the displeasure of knowing him longer than anyone else. Sometimes | really hated 


my fucking life. | had enough shit on my mind without adding the baggage that came with Axl Rose. 


Drinking has never really suited me,but | fucking do the shit anyway. Alcohol tends to bring out this side of me 
that | normally don't have. Izzy the drunk asshole. Everyone says | can be a pretty mean drunk. Even Nikki has 
told me that. | guess it makes me not give a fuck about composing myself. Like this one time at some club in 
Baltimore | got really drunk and pissed off at the club owner for some reason or another. | went in his office 


and pissed every fucking where. Our manager almost couldn't keep my ass out of jail. 

So by the time his majesty Axl strolls in lim pretty liquored up and pissed like a motherfucker. He takes one 
look at us and is about to fly off the handle. | jump up and storm over to him before he can open his mouth. 
"Where the fuck have you been? We've been waiting for you over three fucking hours. What the fuck is wrong 
with you?" | demand. 


"You're fucking drunk," he sighs. 


‘lm fucking aware!" | snap and grab him by his shirt and shake him violently, "Where the fuck have you 


been?!" 


"You better let the fuck go Izzy," he says rolling his eyes remaining calm. 


‘Or what? You gonna hit me?! Go the fuck ahead! | won't fucking feel it till tomorrow!" | yell in his face not 
backing down. I'm so goddamn fucking sick of his shit. | wanted to punch his fucking lights out. This bastard 
thinks he hung the fucking moon. He thinks everyone should bow at his feet. Thinks the whole world is his and 
we all just live in it. 


"Hey Izz, come on dude, chill out," Slash slurs as he staggers in place across the room. 


"Fuck that! I'm sick of his fucking shit! We have a job to fucking do at a certain fucking time and this asshole 
knows that!" | yell and grip at his shirt even tighter. 


‘Izzy, l'm not fucking going to tell you again, let me the fuck go," Axl says to me trying to stay calm, which is 
a bit unlike him. 


"Not until you fucking tell all of us what was so goddamn important that you couldn't show up on time or pick 
up a fucking phone!" | shout shaking him with every word. 


Axl loses his patience with me and shoves me hard. | stagger backwards a few feet losing my balance in the 
process. | almost fall but Duff is there to catch me. "What's the matter zz, troubles with your fucking faggot 
rock star boyfriend?!" He shouts at me. "Don't think | don't know why you've been such a mopey horses ass 
lately!" 

"Stop changing the fucking subject! Where the fuck were youl?" | insist as | try to balance myself against Duff. 
"Get the fuck out of here and go sleep it off," Axl shakes his head at me. 

"Fuck you man! You're not the boss of mel I'll leave when I'm good and goddamn ready to!" Then that drunk 
monsterous asshole hiding inside of me rips from my chest. | ball my right fist and tear away from Duff. | 
take a swing in Axl's direction but he quickly dodges and Duff seizes me with his arms wrapped around mine. 


"Get him the fuck out of here!" Axl demands of Duff. 


"You can't fucking kick me out! You should kick your fucking self out you primadonna fuck!" | scream and 
struggle to break free from Duff. 


"Come on lzz, just let it go," Duff says softly to me as he drags me away from Axl. 
"And don't come back until you're fucking sober!" Axl points his finger at me. 


"Fuck youl" | hiss at him as Duff starts to lead me away. "| can't fucking stand you anymore! You think all the 


world has to do is kiss your fucking ass! You ain't special! You ain't shit!" 


'Izz.please just go sleep it off," Axl says calmly turning away. 


"Come on Izz," Duff urges me to follow him. 


He leads me outside and sparks up a cigarette and watches me. | go ballistic on some trash cans taking out my 
frustrations as | scream and curse. Duff just lets me get it out. 


"I fucking hate who he became Duff! | fucking hate him! | don't even know who the fuck he is anymore! He's 
going to ruin every fucking thing for us!" 


"Just take it easy zz, nobody can control the stupid crazy shit Axl does, you know that. We can't exactly 
fucking fire him so we have no choice but to take his shit," Duff sighs exhaling smoke. 


"Fuck that! You guys take his shit! l'm not doing it!" | adamantly shake my head. 
Duff smiles at me, "What are you gonna do |zz? Quit the band and join Motley Crue?" 


| sigh and try to calm myself down. | know Duff is right, but | just don't want to admit it. | hated the power 
Axl had over this band. In the beginning we were co-founders. We both got this band going. When the fuck had 
| been reduced to a fucking employee? The world around me just starts to crumble as tears brim my eyes. 
These are not tears of sadness or defeat, they are tears of rage. | just want to fucking destroy something. | 


want to inflict pain on someone. | want.. 


My thoughts are abruptly interrupted by Duff gently pushing my shoulders into the wall and stooping down to 
kiss me. Then all that rage just sort of takes a back seat to the dazed confusion I'm now feeling. "Duff?" | ask 


when his lips leave mine, "what are you doing?" 


He shrugs and takes a step back and drags from his cigarette. "Trying to calm you down before you kill 


someone." He squints an eye as he exhales, "You calm?" 


| must be too shocked or too drunk to speak right away. But thankfully that drunk asshole in me finds a way. "| 


could think of more intensive ways to distract me," | nonchalantly shrug. 
A smile crosses Duff's lips. "If | didn't know any better I'd say that was an invitation Izz" 


| just smirk. Maybe it was just the alcohol talking, but | did find myself wanting him. Maybe | just needed to 
attention, the affection. Maybe | needed a set of arms wrapped around me to assure me that this day would 
pass. Nikki wasn't here. He was probably fucking Tommy as we speak. He cheated on me. | had cheated on him. 
Fucking fuck it, how could things possibly get more fucked up between us? So | stand there leaning into the wall 
and just staring him down. | watch the cogs in his brain turn and go into overdrive. He looks at me 
questioningly. He debates it within himself. He fights the dual voices of his conscience. And then he comes for 


me. 


His hand slides into my hair at the back of my head. His lips meld with mine and his hips grind into me. | get 


lost in his kiss feeling all of my anger just melting away. | tell myself that in this moment Duff was all | 
needed. | just needed to feel important. It seemed as if lately | hadn't been very important to anyone. Not to 
Nikki. Not to Axl. | needed to feel like someone still found me useful. 


Duff pulls away just a few inches and smiles, "You wanna get out of here?" 


| nod and pull him to me for another kiss. 


A need To Feel Wanted 


A Need To Feel Wanted 
Duffis POV 


We went back to my place and | couldn't believe how fast Izzy was all over me. | had dreamed of this moment. 
| always told myself that if this kind of opportunity ever arose | would know just what to do with him. But now 
that | have him here l'm fucking terrified. This means so much to me. But what does it really mean to him? 
What about Nikki? Was this just to get back at him for fucking Tommy? | didn't want this to just be some 
revenge fuck. Not a rebound. | really fucking cared about Izzy. | wanted this to really fucking mean something 


to him. 


Izzy is much more assertive than | ever imagined him. He always maintained this laid back cool persona, But 
right now he was unrestrained, aboriginal, unreserved. Self control had flown out the window, right along with 
the rationality of sanity he may have ever had. He seems rushed. But then Izzy was the kind of guy who 


always seemed to always have somewhere else to be. | didn't want him to just ‘cum’ and go. 


| take his wrists and press him back into the wall. He looks like cops are holding him at gun point. "Izzy slow 
down. | don't want this to only last five minutes. | want to enjoy it. Savor it and suck at it till the flavor is 


gone. You have no clue how many yeas | have waited for this.” 


Izzy's eyes meet mine and he seems confused. Not that he doesn't understand what | mean, he's assessing his 
options. Technically he loved Nikki. But Nikki had hurt him. Izzy doesn't process hurt well. Vengeance was the 


only way Izzy knew to validate himself and show Nikki the error of his ways. 


He grabs me by my hips and grinds them into me. "Just make me feel good Duff, like someone cares, like | 
matter." 


| can see tears forming in his eyes. And | knew how to show him he mattered to me. | knew how to make him 
feel how much | cared. But | didn't want it to be a lie. | didn't want to give Izzy my heart when in the morning 
he would just let it die. | couldn't bare it. "Izzy | can't take your games of jealousy and revenge on Nikki. That's 


not what | want." 
Izzy's eyes soften but his brows slightly crease. "What is it you want?" He asks. 


My hand strokes his cheek as my eyes scan his mouth. "For you to want me the way | wanted you. Its 
irrevocable, | can't fucking escape it. | never stop thinking of you Iz. | love you. It's the real thing, | know it” 


Izzy takes my hands and pulls me closer. He tilts his head just over my lips and whispers, "Please Duff please 
show me what that means. | need to know." 


"You just don't get what you're asking of me Izz. | would never be able to go back. I'd never get you out of my 
head" | back away from him and start to pace a little. 


"You think | don't want you, don't you?" He asks me inching closer to me. "Who wouldn't want you Duff?" 
"Then why did you never try before now?" | ask. 
His eyes scan my lips, "Because | was a fool.” 


All my sanity and restraint fly right out the fucking window. | wanted him too much to let the opportunity 
pass me by. | needed him tonight, even if it was a lie. Even if by morning it would mean nothing. Right now, he's 


finally mine. | press my lips to his and feel him unbuckling my belt. | just can't say no. 
"Slow down Izz, lets go to my room,"! gasp. 


Izzy just nods as he pants and follows me. | shut my door behind us. | grab a bottle of Vodka from my 
dresser and take a chug. Izzy lets his shirt fall down off his shoulders onto the floor. | follow suit and remove 
my shirt as well. Izzy lays across my bed, watching and waiting for me. | take another chug as | examine how 
gorgeous he looks splayed across my bed. | see no regret in his eyes, just burning curiosity and anticipation. | 


can't resist. 


| slither across him and work him back against the pillows and look into his eyes a moment. He asked me to 
show him what love felt like. That was all too easy for me. | stroke his cheek and look into his dark hazel eyes. 
"Are you sure Izz? | can't take it if | wake up in the morning and you feel guilty and want to bolt.” 


"Duff.l'm here," is all he says as he gives me an affirmative nod. He pulls my lips down to his. "Show me you 


love me Duff," he whispers as he brushes his lips softly across mine. 
"I do love you Izz," | whisper and stroke his cheek as | peer into his soul. 


Izzy starts to fork my pants down off my hips as | just stare at him in awe and amazement. | couldn't believe 
| had him here. Then Izzy removes his own pants and | feel the heat from our bodies joining. My hand snakes 
down between his legs to feel him at long last. He's hard, and very nicely sized. There's an ache in my groin 


that | know only being with him will relieve it. 
Izzy grips my chin and holds my eyes with his, "Don't be scared Duff. Show me." 


So | lick two of my fingers and lower them back down between his legs. | gently work my two fingers inside of 
him as his eyes close and his head lays back on the pillow with a moan. | lower myself even further down his 
body and take his dick between my lips. He groans and lightly bites his lower lip. My fingers dance the 
Nutcracker across his prostate as my tongue swirls around the head of his cock. My free hand coddles his 


balls. 


‘Mmmm you feel so good Duff," he writhes on the bed. 


| rise back over him resting my weight on my elbows, "Open your eyes and look at me," | whisper. He does and 


looks deeply into mine. "This is what it looks like when someone loves you." 

Tears seem to be forming in his eyes. "Show me more Duff. Don't hold back." 

| nod and reach down to position my cock. "I don't want to be hurt Izzy," | hesitate. 

"No more pain, not anymore," he assures stroking his fingers across my lips. "Please Duff" 


And | give in to my desires, | slide my entire length into his slowly. "I've wanted you for so long," | star into his 


eyes. "| never want To let you go." 
"Here's your chance Duff" 


| slowly move inside of him as our hands explore one another and our lips barely part. Every once in a while 
Izzy grinds up into me. | just can't stop looking into his beautiful eyes. And Izzy does the same. | can see him 
searching for what he needed in my eyes. He was testing me to see if my words were true. Form the bottom 


of my heart they were. 


| feel Izzy reaching for his dick and stop him. | instead take over stroking him slowly to match the pace of my 
dick inside him. "Mmmm, you like to tease and play. | like that," He coos as | feel him reaching around to work a 


finger in my ass. "You like that?" He questions me/ 


"Fuck yeah," | moan getting lost in his touch. This moment was so monumental to me. The object of my desire, 


the man who had caged my heart was here with me at long last. 

"Open your eyes, look at me," he says. "| want to see it" 

| do and see every emotion | had ever wanted him to show me. There was no detachment in his eyes. There 
was no distancing himself. He wasn't an some alternate realm in Izzy land. He was right here with me. All of 
him was here, mind body and soul. "I love you Izzy," | whisper as my lips meet with his again. A slight smile of 
relief sweeps his face as he runs his hands along my ass. 

"Mo matter what?" He asks me. 

"No matter what," | mummer getting lost in his pleading eyes. 

"You'll never turn your back on me and treat me like I'm invisible? You'll never ask me to stop using? You 


promise youll always be thee when | need someone?" He asks wanting so much to hear the confirmation he 


wants. 


"| promise Izzy," | pant and kiss him to show him how much | mean it. 


So that night | show Izzy all the compassion | had in me. | made love to him as | had dreamed of. I've never 
made love with so much eye contact. Izzy seemed enamored with staring into them. Looking for his answers. 


Searching for his own needs. Even Nikki must have crossed his mind. | had never seen this side of Izzy. Was he 


like this with Sixx? 


When we changed positions for Izzy to top me his movements were slow and gently. He rushed nothing as his 
hands explored my body. His lips were swollen from kissing me. Who knew Izzy had this in him? He and Nikki 
had always seemed so distance. More like friends with benefits than lovers. But there was a lover inside to 


Izzy. And he was giving it all to me. If | loved him before, then now | breathed for him. 


Torn 
Torn 
Nikki's POV 


| had been calling Izzy all day but he wasn't answering. There was really no telling where he may have been He 
could still be partying somewhere, passed out where some party had been, could have been next to some 
chick, could be doing band business, or just hanging out somewhere. | didn't need anything, | just wanted to hear 


his voice. | missed his voice. 


"He's probably just getting ready for the tour," Tommy says as | hang up the phone. Sometimes | hate that he 


knows me so well. 
| just glare at him, "Now you're going to make excuses for him like you're friends?" | huff. 


"No, just trying to keep my best friend from letting his brain run crazy wondering," he nonchalantly sighs as 


he drums his drum sticks on the case of my bass. 
"My brain is fine T-Bone," | sigh and just stare at the phone. Telepathically willing it to ring and be Izzy. 
"Look Sixx, I'm sorry if I've been saying bad shit about Izzy lately," His voice is calm and concerned. 


However, | am ambivalent. | wanted so bad to hate Tommy and blame that whole night on him. But | couldn't. | 
was just as much to blame as he was, more. | made the first flirtation and move. l'm pissed at myself for 
what | did to Izzy. | think I'm even mad at Izzy. We had never made it a habit to profess our love or even 
overly show it. We just knew we loved one another. But that night when Tommy looked at me it gave me a 
solace | didn't even know | needed. | saw Tommy's love. | felt his love. But the reason | hated myself the most 


was because | felt something too. 


And now | feel nothing but shame and guilt when | think of what | have done to Izzy. Sure he forgave me, or 
at least said he did, but | know | hurt him. But Izzy hides his pain. But he can't hide it from me. Now Izzy 
questions if | love him at all. He feels as if he isn't able to compete with Tommy. He's thinking he's losing me. 
Maybe he reads me well enough to see that | was questioning what | had felt that night with Tommy. But | 


had so much time with Izzy. We had love, even if we didn't express it properly. 


| hate the effect he has on you," Tommy sighs, "I'm watching him drag you down with him. | love you Nikki. 
I's just that.he's not good for you." 


"And who is?" | roll my eyes, "You?" | plop down and stare out the bus window. 


"| could be," he says softly as he ceases his drumming. "| can be anything you want or need" 


"Oh yeah, can you be Izzy for me then?" | sarcastically ask. But | believed him. | could see it all so clearly when 


he looked into my eyes. Tommy's love for me was real. 
"I can be better than Izzy Stradlin on my worst fucking day dude," he smirks at me. 


"Not even on your best day T-Bone," | smirk with disdain lacing my voice to properly portray how much | 
hated his comment. | grab my bottle of Jack, the only comfort | presently have and try to hopefully drown 


out Tommy. | had been questioning which loved me more far more than | wished to. 


He looks down at his lap and starts in again. "I'd tell you | loved you a hundred times a day. I'd take care of you 
when you were sick. I'd never get you started up on smack again. I'd shower you in gifts. And when | kissed you 
| would make the world around us just disappear. And the sex would never be just sex, it would be the act of 


love." 


“Tommy, just please shut up," | ask as close to begging as begging gets for me. t don't want to face this mess 
| had gotten myself into | just want to drown it in smack and make it vanish inti the tranquility of oblivion. "I 
don't need you trying to mess with my head and shit." 


"Nikki," he sighs sitting aside my bass case and tossing his drumsticks in the counter, "That's not what l'm 
trying to do, even though it must seem that way. | just want you to know that Izzy is all wrong for you. He 
always has been 


"You don;t know shit about us or what goes on between us," | shake my head and spark the end of a cigarette. 


| see more than you think Sixx. You and Izzy are nothing more than fuck buddies, and is only reason for it is 


because he stands to gain from you simply because he's Nikki Sixx's bitch" Tommy snaps. 


"Don't fucking call him a bitch, Izzy ain't no bitch," | approach him with baled fists and a daring look. Tommy 
knows not to fuck with me when lim like this. | lose all rationality and black out with blood red vision of rage. 


"Yeah he is, you're just too wasted to fucking see it" 
"Shut your fucking face before | fucking shut it for you," | hiss at him with a daring glare in my eye/ 


"Bro there's no need for this hostility. I'm only saying it because | love you and | hate watching you self 
destruct like this. Do you have any fucking clue how much your well being matters to me Nikki? If | lost you." 


His words cease as he appears as if he may cry. 


| don't doubt his love for me one bit. It's my love for him that | am left questioning. It's my love for Izzy | 
question. | think | loved them both. | loved Tommy's enthusiasm. We always had fun together. And | loved how 
he looked at me. But Izzy was an extension of me. He understood me in ways no other could. We were the 


same person | could tell him anything. But Izzy's eyes had always seemed black The only exception being the 


nights following my death. | knew he loved me, even if he didn't know how to show it. But | was guilty of not 
showing it either. 


Hardiness Or Regret 
Hardiness Or Regret 
Izzy's POV 


When | woke up the room was dim. | can feel myself wrapped up in Duff's arms. He;s gently breathing next to 
my ear. Usually the first thing | feel in the mornings when | wake up is nausea. | feel a dull ache in all my 
joints. Its every junkie's wake up call. But this morning | feel none of that. No, this morning guilt has set in. 
However I'm not sure if | feel guilty because | had cheated on Nikki, or is my guilt because last night with Duff 
felt so special. Duff showed me love, love like you only read in books and see on chick flicks. | never knew how 


much | must have needed that in my life. 


| question why Nikki and | had never taken the time to show each other the things like Duff had shown me last 
night. We had, but the occasions had been so few and far in between. But there was love there. | had no doubt 
that | loved Nikki or that he loved me. But was it the right kind of love? Had we built it into something that we 
went with because it worked for us? Would Nikki die for me? Or me for him? When | looked into Duff's eyes | 


knew his answer would have been yes. 


| move my arm and hear Duff draw in a breath. "Mmmm, this the part where you pull a Houdini on me?" His 


raspy voice asks in my ear. 
| say nothing as | sit up and reach for a cigarette. 


"This where you tell me last night was a fucking mistake? This where you leave like nothing ever happened?" 
He asks watching me light my cigarette. "Should | feel used here |zz?" He asks grabbing a bottle of vodka from 
next to the bed. 


"Did | say anything?" | exhale. 
"Yeah, that's the part that worries me," he hufts. 


| look at him over my shoulder. "Duff last night was probably the most perfect night of my entire fucked up 
life. There's just a lot of shit | have to process right now. You know | love Nikki." 


"But | showed you a love he never will be able to lzz. You can't lie to me and tell me you didn't see and feel it. 
That shit was real for you too. Last night | saw an actual human being in your eyes. | made a promise to you 
Izzy, don't you remember? | promised to never treat you as if you were invisible or unimportant. | promised | 
would always be there for you when you needed me. And | swore to never give you shit about the smack. | 

told you | would love you no matter what. | meant that shit 122. | should have known it was all just a game to 


you to make you feel better about yourself” 


'It wasn't some game," he says softly dragging from his cigarette. "This shit wasn't to get back at Sixx. This 
was about curiosity Duff." 


"Curiosity?" He asks taking a drink. 


"Yeah..| had to know if al these years | had been wrong about love. | needed to know that what Nikki and | have 


is the real kind of love." 


"Well..did you get your fucking answer?" He grumbles. 
| nod. "Yeah Duff, | did, but | can't end a five year relationship with Nikki without him seeing it coming. I'm not 
without compassion. It would kill Nikki. He might not show it well, but he loves me very much Duff" 


"So all of this shit was for fucking nothing? Just to answer your burning curiosity. What's that leave for me 
Izz? Do | go back to the agony that is loving you from a far and knowing | can never have you again. Do | live 
on last night forever?" 


He turns to face me closer and sweeps his hand over my cheek. "Duff, last night was real. | do have feelings 


for you. | just have to figure out shit in my head you know? | need you to give me some time." 


"Some time? And what the fuck am | supposed to do while I'm waiting on you to make up your fucking mind?!" | 


snap and kill off the Vodka. 


"Duff, if you love me you will be patient and give me the time | need. I'm not saying this was just a one night 
stand with us. I'm not saying | want distance. I'm not even fucking saying | have regrets. But | can't hurt him 
Duff. | do love him. It may not be what we could grow into but | respect him enough to hurt him as little as 
possible. | owe him a lot Duff. Do you get that?" | ask peering into his brown eyes. 


‘lm not going to say | get it, but | do respect it," he sighs. He smiles at me and shakes his head, "I'd wait for 
you till my dying breath Izz." 


| smile back and lean forward and kiss him softly on the forehead. "Thank you Duff” 

"Let's just hope it don't take you that fucking long," he rolls his eyes. 

"| promise Duff," | nod, "I'll have my mind made up while we're all breathing." 

"So are you going to call Nikki and tell him?" Duff asks. 

| shrug. | had no fucking clue how | was going to go about approaching this fucking shit. | had never been more 
clueless or felt so hopeless. | knew one look at my face would raise Nikki's defenses. A defensive Nikki lashed 
out like a wild animal turning on his trainer. His claws and teeth would tear me to shreds. His words would 


leave wounds that would never heal. How the fuck was | going to deal with this shit? Nikki would never 


understand. 


Ocular Meanings 


Ocular Meanings 

Nikki's POV 

When | finally drunkenly staggered into my hotel room after the after party | was surprised to find Izzy 
curled up in a ball on my bed. So small and in such a tiny little ball. | smile and stumble over to him and touch 
his shoulder. 

"Hey there sleeping beauty," | slur. 


He opens his eyes and sits up. "Oh hey, | must have fallen asleep." 


"What in the world are you doing here sweetheart? Didn't you do a show tonight and have one tomorrow too?" 


| splay my drunken body across the bed. 

"Yeah," Izzy nods. He seems seven more distant than normal. He must have came across some really good 
smack. Hope he brought me some. "I just needed to see you." He sits up on the side of the bed looking at the 
bathroom door. 

"Needed to see me or my cock? | coyly smile running my hand over myself but Izzy isn't even looking. 

| lift my head for a better look at him, "Something wrong |zz?" 

He doesn't say a word. He doesn't move an inch. 


"izzy?" | say not sure if he's in a heroin trance or just ignoring me. 
Y y Just ig g 


He turns his head and his eyes meet mine. | know in that instance that something is wrong. "You know | love 


you Nikki.right?" he softly asks. 

"Yeah," | answer wondering where he is going with this and why he has that odd look in his eyes. 

"| think it would be best if." he pauses as his eyes study me so hard, "maybe we spent some time apart." 
"Time apart?" | ask sitting straight up and suddenly feeling very sober. 

Izzy's eyes look away from mine as he softly utters, "Tommy's right about me Nikki. 


"Oh bullshit! Why are you moping like a little bitch?!" | snap at him. 


‘lm not worth you risking Motley for," he shakes his head, I'm not a good guy Nikki.” 


"Everyone is convinced lM Satan and you think you're a bad guy?" | almost chuckle. "Did you drink too much 
zz, get all down on yourself? Maybe too many Pills?" 


Izzy shakes his head no in silence. His eyes still wont meet mine. "I slept with Duff," | barely hear him whisper. 
My fucking heart falls from my chest cavity into my stomach and starts to burn and be ate away by the 
acid. No. No not my Izzy. | never in a million years dreamed he would do this to me. Its dead silent as neither 
of us even breathes. | guess | had it coming though right. | had fucked Tommy first. That's all this was, just 
some retaliation fuck. | got him, he got me back. 

"So then we're even now, right?" | ask 

Izzy still remains silently frozen. Then his head slightly shakes no. 


"What?! | yell and jerk him hard to face me. 


His eyes peer into mine like he's looking for something he's fucking lost. He cautiously brings a hand up to 


brush my hair from my eyes. "You don't look at me the same anymore Nikki.” 

| don't look at you the same? Izzy what the fuck are you talking about?" 

He just blinks and allows his eyes to keep peering into my soul. "Don't you remember the way we used to look 
at one another? Like we couldn't breathe without the other? Like we would die for each other?" His thumb 
strokes my cheek, "When did we stop looking at each other that way?" 

The sting of tears tries to cloud my eyes because | knew exactly what the fuck he meant. | had seen the 
same look in Tommy's eyes. It was that fucking look that had my head so fucking conflicted. But goddamnit | 
loved Izzy. | knew | did. But why didn't it show in our eyes anymore? What had changed? 


"Cant you see darlin?" He softly asks me, "Its gone." 


"What are you saying?" | ask as | feel the tears about to spill from my eyes, "Just because some look has 


changed | dont love you anymore?" 


"| know you love me," he nods and traces my lips, "I'll never doubt that. But..darlin | think we've run our 


course.” 
"You're in love with him aren't you?" | gasp. 


‘I'm not saying that.but | am saying that he's in love with me." 


"He told you that shit?" | huff. 


A single tear rolls out of Izzy's eye as he softly shakes his head, "He didn't have to. And | just bet Tommy 
didn't have to tell you either." 


Tears pool our eyes and spill out in silent little rivers of pain down our cheeks. For five years it had been us 
against the fucking world. How could that fade? How could it go away or change? "You don't love me anymore?" 
| faintly ask. 


"IIl love you to our dying breaths Nikki..but sometimes..maybe there's more to it than just love?" 


"Don't leave me lzz," | plead. Everyone in my whole life had turned their back on me. | never thought Izzy would 


do that to me. | thought he would be that one person who never failed me. 


"Darlin, l'm here for you any time you need me. No body knows us like we do. But You gotta let me go 
Nikki..you have to do it for Crue, for yourself, for Tommy, and for me." 


"And Duff too | suppose," | snarl. 


Izzy sighs and places a faint kiss on my lips, "Just tell me goodbye," he says as another tear falls down his 


cheek. 


The Stronghold 


Izzy's POV 


| didn't want to tell him goodbye any more than he wanted to. After this many years you would think we would 
have already withstood any test of time. We fought the odds of disapproving bandages mates and record 

comparies. We endured so much time apart. We had never had the normal constraints of jealousy. We had been 
each other's only confidants. A few months ago there was only one way | ever expected to be without Nikki. A 


lethal dose. 


But he literally came back from the dead. But the Nikki that came back to me was a different person. It was 
as if aliens abducted him and sent this clone down to take his place. | mean he was still Nikki but little subtle 
things had changed. One being that he said he wanted to have kids someday. Well I'm pretty fucking sure that 
if one of us could get the other pregnant it would have happened by now. 


Even more odd is the fact that heroin had seemed to lose its hold on Nikki. He had had one slip in months, and 
that was my fucking fault. When Tommy bitched at me for breaking his sobriety, that was the moment | 
realized | was a fucking junkie. And | didn't know how to stop. Nikki didn't need that shit in his life, he stood to 


loose so much more than | did. 


And losing me was what he needed the most. Being around me would just keep turning him back into a junkie. | 
didn't want that for Nikki. | wanted nothing but good things for him. | wasn't one of those things and now | knew 
it. Tommy was the one who could be what he needed. Tommy was capable of giving him the love and affection 


he so desperately needed. | could never do that. | was damaged goods. 


| had lost those things over the years, on my knees, thrown over conference tables, and at the end of a 
needles plunger. | had become numb to affection because life had skewed it in my eyes. | know it was sort of 
the same for Nikki, but in his case it was something he had never had. Therefore it was something he craved. 


But it wasn't me that could give him that or ever teach him how to give it. But Tommy could. 


And Duff wanted to do the same for me. Nikki has never looked at me like Duff did. | believe he would if he 
could. | didn't realize that the same need in Nikki to be loved was in me too. | wanted to remember how to be 
able to truly give my heart to someone again. Nikki wasn't the one to show me how. While Nikki and | may have 
been one in the same, and did love one another, we had come to a stalemate. Our only chance to advance was 
to let one another go. If we stayed together we would destroy one another. Now we had both had a taste of a 
love we could never offer one another. Cheating would just become a second nature. We would drift apart from 


each other and closer and closer to Tommy and Duff. It was inevitable. 
"No," Nikki shakes his head as he violently grabs my arms and shakes me, "You can't leave me too Izz!" 


| remain calm under the pressure of the anger in his hands. "Tommy will never leave you Nikki. He loves you 


like | wish to god | knew how. He has been right by your side almost as long as | have. He loves you and he 


believes in you. He will never hurt you or ever leave you. Darlin don't you see he's what you've been looking 


for all along?" 


Then my entire body jolts as | feel the sting of the backside of Nikki's hand coming across my left cheek. "You 
fucking liar! Admit it! You're in love with Duff!" 


| glance down at the bed, "Not yet," | quietly say. 

| flinch as Nikki jumps up from the bed. He grabs a lamp and throws it at me. | throw up my arms and it 
shatters across me on impact. While my face is shielded Nikki flips over the hotel's TV and starts smashing 
his boot hill down on it. | pull my hands down to see blood coming through my shirt and tiny splinters of glass 
peppering my skin. Nikki just screams no over and over again as he drives holes into the wall with his fists. | 
move back up onto the headboard worried if all that rage was going to turn on me again 

"How the fuck could youll" He turns to me screaming with tears in his eyes. "You're the only fucking person | 
have ever loved in my fucking life!" He leaps onto the bed and jerks me up the wall by my shirt. His eyes are 
black with rage. | can even hear it in his breathing. 

"That's because you've never tried to let anyone else in" 


He jerks me forward a bit and slams me into the wall, "Thats because | never wanted anyone but youl" 


"But you do," | whisper, "you yourself said you wanted kid and a family some day. Dont you remember that 


darlin?" | see his face starting to relax and | can feel his grip on me starting to loosen 

He softly shakes his head, "Please don't leave me." 

"Nikki. was never even here to begin with. | left a long time ago." 

In hindsight that was probably the wrong choice of words because | soon find hands cutting off my air supply 
and IBO pounds of weight coming down on me as my head hits a nightstand and our two bodies melt between it 
and the bed. Just as my vision was blurring and starting to go black Nikki's hands were suddenly off my 
throat. | gasp for life and blink a few times. | look up and see Tommy pulling Nikki away. | have never been so 
happy to see Tommy Lee in all my life. 


"Nikki dude, what the fuck is going on?" 


Nikki just struggles to free himself from Tommys long arms. | push myself up on my elbows. "I came to break 


things off with him," | say rubbing my neck. 
Tommy doesn't smile on the outside but | can see it glowing inside him. 


"He's fucking leaving me for Duff!" Nikki screams and fights against Tommy. 


"| never said that," | sigh. 


"Nikkil" Tommy screams at him wrapping him up even tighter, "Stop! You can't beat the shit out of him and 


make him stay bro!" 


| guess that somehow gets through to Nikki because he just goes limp and starts to cry like a baby in 
Tommy's arms. | rise up off the floor in agony. This wasn't exactly how | had envisioned saying goodbye. | 
thought we'd at least have one good last roll in the hay. | didn't expect to have my ass kicked. but then | 
remember who it is | was dealing with. | was dealing with Nikki Sixx, someone who never took no for an answer 


and fought tooth and nail for the things he wanted. 


| watch the tenderness in Tommy come out as he comforts Nikki so soothingly in his arms. | actually sort of 
envy him for that. | look at him and his eyes meet mine. | just give him a nod and slip out of the room. | hang 


to the wall as | make it into the elevator. | hit the button for the lobby and just fall to my knees. 


TLC 


TLC 

Duff's POV 

| picked Izzy up from the airport in a limo. When the driver open the door and Izzy slid in my jaw dropped. 
There was blood on his clothes. His jaw and cheek was swollen. His neck had the bruises of purple fingerprints 
around it. He just sighs and looks down. 


'Izzy.man are you fucking ok?" | ask too afraid to touch him. | didn't know where else he may be hurting. 


‘Obviously you've never tried to tell Nikki Sixx no," he says softly with a shrug as he starts scrounging for his 


smokes. 
"So I'm to assume it didn't go well." 


Izzy frowns and reaches to the minivan for the bottle closest to him. Rum | think. "He tried to kill me. If 


Tommy hadn't shown up he would have." 
| stare out the window and shake my head feeling regretful. "I knew | should have fucking went with you." 


"| couldn't do that. It would have hurt him worse." He motions to his face, "This is the shit Nikki does when he 
hurts. He would have killed you or got half his roadies to beat the shit out of you." 


| run my fingers softly over his swollen face. "And Nikki calls this love? I'd never lay a hand on you Izz" | 
nudge his chin for his eyes to face me, "Love doesn't hit." 


| can feel his chin quivering in my hand and his eyes are brimming with tears. "Nikki never stops," his voice 


quivers, "he won't stop trying to get me back. Not unless Tommy somehow manages to.” 

"Its cool lzz. We'll tell security to keep him away’ 

Izzy sighs and shakes his head, "You don't know him 

| gently kiss his lips. | wipe a tear away. "You're safe with me. He's not going to get to you. Know why?" 

He shakes his head no 

"Because l'm not letting you out of my sight," | gently kiss his lips again. | wrap my arm around him and he 


allows himself to lay his head on my shoulder. | wipe away his silent tears. "I love you Izzy. | know you don't 


love me..but I'm going to see to it you do. I'm going to be so good to you babe. It'll never be like it was with 


Nikki." 
"He's all | know Duff," he whispers. 


"You aren't too old or too stupid to learn Izz. Mark my words, one day, you're going to love me so much it'll 


make what you and Nikki had look like high school bullshit. I'm going to show you what love is all about" 
Izzy remains still and quiet as his silent tears continue to drop. "I believe you Duff," 

Tommy's POV 

"Fuck him! He can't get away from me that easily," Nikki yells tearing for my arms. 

Just let him go Nikki, It's best this way," | try to reason 


"Best for you," he huffs and races through his room searching for something. He produces coke from under 
the mattress. 


"Nikki." 


He sticks his face in the bag and inhales. God knows how much it was. "I've gotta go get him," He says darting 
for the door. 


"Nikki no," | grab him, "its over. You gotta let him go bro." 


"Fuck off," Nikki hisses and jerks his arm away from me. He quickly back hands me. "Stay the fuck out of this! 


You want us apart!" 

Of course | wanted them apart. | wanted Nikki. "Just calm down dude," | calmly approach him. "Just cry if you 
need to cry. Fucking hit me if you need to hit something. Just take it out on me. | can take it because | love 
you. | won't get mad and run away." 

Nikki's dilated pupils stare at me. | see tears in them. "He's the only one I've ever loved. | can't just let him go." 
"And you can't keep someone when they don't want to be kept. Nor can you make someone love you." 

Nikki glares at me blankly. "You can't make me love you Tommy. | love Izzy." 


| wrap him in my arms." And you can't stop me from trying. You're worth fighting for to me Nikki.” 


| can feel him start to quiver and | can hear him sobbing in my neck. "Why'd he leave me Tommy? What did | 
do?" 


"Shhhh," | stroke his back 

"| loved him the best | could," he wails. 

"| know you did’ 

"Now Duff just strolls in and fucks him once and he fucking leaves me?" 

"Just let it go Nikki. Dont do something stupid," | warn because | know the vindictive bastard so well. | get a 
shiver because | am met with sheer silence. That scared me. Sixx was not one to be fucked with. GNR better 


up their security. Maybe Izzy should get a restraining order on Nikki. One thing | was certain of, he wouldnt let 
him go without a fight. 


No Bounds 


No Bounds 
Tommy's POV 


| always thought that with that motherfucker Stradlin out of the way Nikki would finally start to notice me. 
Thought he'd finally see all the love | had for him. | thought he'd see it and run to me with open arms. | 
thought | could be everything he needed. | thought my love would guide him through his pain. | thought he 
would finally open his heart up to me. | could give him the world if he would only let me. | had been as devoted 


to him as any human could be. | had loved him until it hurt. 


But Nikki seems more closed off to me than ever. l'm with him almost all the time. Nikki is a man of many 
faces. He has his business face on when he needs to. For his fans he has another face. But He had never worn 
a mask with me. Nikki was always real and honest with me. But now he acts like nothing has happened at all 
when I'm around. It's business and friendship as usual. He won't discuss Izzy. He won't discuss us. It's like he's 


blocked it out. 


However | know better. | see the pain in his eyes. Every goddamn time Sweet Child ʻO Mine comes on the radio 
he gust guzzles whiskey and pretends to ignore it. He used to watch MTV religiously, but now Izzy was all over 
it. Ive even heard him mumble Izzy's name in his sleep a few times. 


But when Nikki thinks he's alone is when how he really feels comes out. He destroys shit. He destroys 
everything in his path then he cries. He pulls at his hair and bangs his fists into his head. He drinks and he 
drinks until he simply can't anymore. Then there's moments of silence. The kind where he just sits staring into 
space not even blinking as an entire untouched cigarette smolders away between his fingers. Sometimes he 


writes things to Izzy but he never sends anything he keeps them tucked in his journal. 


And Nikki's journal is the thing that had me the most worried. Nikki had so much hatred in him. He hated god, 
Duff, Izzy, even me it seemed, but mostly himself. The things in those pages were downright disturbing. They 
made me question his sanity. One thing it didn't make me question was his love for Izzy. He had plotted many 

ways to get him back in those pages. He mapped out their perfect future. He dreamed big like he always does. 


The shit should have pissed me off since the pages clearly reflected that Nikki wasn't even thinking of me. All | 
got were some shitty honorable mentions in the middle of rants about how | was already trying to take Izzy's 
place. But | wasn't mad. | wasn't even hurt. | knew Nikki needed some time. But | also knew that once he had let 
it go then it was over forever. Maybe then he could see what's been right here in front of him all along. Me. 


As he lies snoring | can see his journal open at his side. | tilt my head and read the words. 


"| called you today 


But you were already gone 


| sighed and cursed 

and hung up the phone 

| love you is all | needed to say 
Ill try again tomorrow 


Cause | missed you today" 


My heart bleeds. | just want to make him happy. | don't want him to hurt like this. I've tried everything | 
fucking know to do to bring him around but he's just putting on the motions. He's playing the role of Nikki Sixx. 


He may fool everyone else, but he didn't fool me. 


Nikki's heart was closed. Or maybe it left with Izzy. One damn thing for sure, there was nowhere for me to be. 
No place | could find to accept the love | offered. But | wouldn't give up on him. My love for him knew no 
bounds. | would make him see. One day he would see himself in my eyes. One day he would let me inside his 
heart. One day he was going to love me. | knew there was something between us that night. | will find it again 
Mark my fucking words. | just have to be patient and give Nikki the space he needs right now. Nikki didn't have 
it in him to be the heartbroken for very long. Nikki was a fighter. He would fight his way through this. And 
when he's ready, I'll be right here. Waiting for him just as | have since | was IT years old. Forever, god willing, 


if that's what it takes. 


tm Still Alright To Smile 


l'm Still Alright To Smile 

Izzy's POV 

| sit here on the stairs of our parked tour bus because | would rather be alone. | guess a part of me missed 
Nikki and was worried about him. It had been a while and Nikki hadn't even tried to call. No telegrams. Nothing. | 


guess he was going to let me go in peace. That was the last thing | expected out of him. 


A bottle of Vodka comes dangling down in my face. Duff. "Good way to get trampled, sitting all alone in the 
dark." 


| say nothing, just take his bottle in my hands and let it was down my throat. 

"You ok |zz?" 

| nod and push myself up off the step. "Yeah, just getting a little air," | slide past him back onto the bus. 

"You want to maybe go for a walk?" Duff asks me. 

| stop and turn to him. A walk actually sounded pretty fucking awesome. "Yeah," | nod. 

"Cool," he smiles and steps down off the bus to wait for me. | step down onto the pavement and we take off 
with a slow stride. Its quiet for a while. | really don't know what to say to Duff. "I'm sure he's ok," Duff says 
breaking my thoughts, we would have heard if something went down" 

| take a deep breath and nod. Duff had been so patient with me. | haven't even fucked him again. But he's still 
here, here every time | just need to walk next to someone. Duff didn't push me. He didn't suffocate me and tell 
me a thousand times a day how much he loved me. It was like he just knew when | needed to talk to someone. 
And he listened without any bullshit jealousies or a one sided view. It was almost like me and Axe, though Axl 
tends to tell me all the ways in which | am wrong on things. Duff never told me | was wrong. 


‘Im sorry this hasn't exactly been great for you," | say pulling out a cigarette and lighting it. 


"Life's not supposed to be just great all the time..you can't have the good without the bad, ya know?" He says 
softly as we stroll and he drags from his bottle. 


"Why are you being so patient with me Duff?" | just have the need to ask "I mean why wait around on me to 


pull my shit together? Why chance it when | may never be any good for anybody?" 


| hear him sigh, "It's not really a conscious decision for me | guess. More a matter of instinct. | don't think 


about it at all, still | find myself running after your feet like some puppy.just tugging at your pants legs." He 
smirks, "I must look pretty fucking pathetic huh?" 


| shake my head, "You're not pathetic.” 

He glances over at me and smiles. "Oh did | tell you some groupie got into Axl's dressing room last night?" 
"No" 

He chuckles softly. "Well imagine coming in to 350 pounds of spread eagle," 

| curl my nose and smile shaking my head as | imagine it. "Poor Axl." 


"Yeah, no kidding. At least Axl is a jackass. If it would have been me | would have been too polite and just 
fucked her." 


| cock my eyebrow at him. 
"What? Fat bitches need love too," he innocently shrugs. 


| can't help but laugh a little. Duff with a fat bitch would be like a toothpick on a hot dog bun "You're too 
skinny for fat chicks." 


"Egh, they're all the same when you get them on their back or bend them over," he shrugs and takes a drink. 
He extends the bottle out to me. 


"I just can't do it," | shake my head. "Guess its weird, but | just have to make up more mass than whatever 


chick l'm with." 

‘Must be hard finding chicks skinner than you bro." 
| smirk, "Why you think | fuck guys?" 

Duff huffs. 


We walk a while longer in a comfortable silence. And we are both completely cool with it. It isn't awkward or 


off putting, It feels just right actually. It's comfortable. 
"Duff?" | ask. 
"Hum?" He asks chugging his Vodka. 


"Have you ever been in a relationship with another guy before?" 


He shakes his head and | think he actually blushes a litle. "You're the only guy I've ever been with |zz" 
"Really?" | ask. His performance in the sack certainly didn't suggest such. 
"Yeah," he nods, "just never met a guy | could get that comfortable around." 


| smile. | was glad | made Duff comfortable. He made me comfortable too. 


Diary OF A Madman 
Diary Of A Madman 
Tommy's POV 


This morning | was saddled with the honor of waking Nikki up for some bullshit we had to go do for the press. 
Press was just something over the years that we just learned to let Nikki deal with, because we never said 
things the way he wanted us to. Whenever we tried to do anything without him it always blew up in our face. 
Make no mistake about it, Motley Crue belonged solely to Nikki. It was Nikki's way or the fucking highway. It 
was all Nikki. His dream. His vision. His determination. So you just didn't fucking do press without Nikki. It would 
be like fucking someone's girlfriend behind their back You just didn't fuck with Nikki like that. 


But this morning he didn't show up. Management is banging on his door, calling his room, but nothing. After a 
couple hours | take it upon myself to fuck a middle aged chick from housekeeping so she would unlock the door 
for me. The second that door cracked open | smelt a strange and brief blast of a metallic air | could almost 
taste. The door is pushed open wider as me, management, the guys, guitar techs, roadies, just fucking basically 


everyone, is standing in Sixx's doorway staring inside. 


Nothing on this earth could have prepared us for what the fuck we were seeing. Nikki sat with his back to us, 
facing the wall, just staring it down. The wall which he was focused on seemed to contain letters he had 
scrolled onto the walls in red. But it looks like they were drawn with his fingertips as opposed to a marker. | 


take a few steps into the room and shut the door in everyone's prying eyes. | make a few steps closer to 


Nikki. 


"Man we really have to get going. We have that thing at the thing and." | stop as | bring the front side of him 


into my view. 
He nods as he studies the wall. "I just have to come up with one more line for the final verse." 


My jaw is gaping because Nikki's arms and legs are covered with cuts. His right fingertip was crimson. | glance 
at the wall more closely. This shit was written in Nikki's fucking blood. And Nikki seems perfectly calm. What in 
the fuck 


"Nikki?" | say softly but it doesn't register. Nikki dabs his finger into a bloody cut and crawls back to the wall 


and starts to write out something else. 


| look up at the wall and read what he has written there. It appeared to be song lyrics. Something called You're 
All| Need. The very first line reads, "The blade of my knife faced away from your heart. Those last few 

nights it turned and sliced you apart. This love that | tell now feels lonely as hell from this padded prison cell." | 
gulp and force myself to keep reading. "So many times | said you'd only be mine. | gave my blood and my tears 


and loved you cynaide. When you took my lips | took your breath. Sometime's loves better off dead You're all | 


need. Make you only mine. You're all | need so | set you free, | had to take your life. You're all | need. You're all 
| need. You're all | need and | loved you so, but you didn't love me. Laid out cold now we're both alone. But killing 
you helped me keep you at home. | guess it was bad cause love can be sad. But we finally made the news." 
Jesus Christ, this was about killing Izzy. “Tied up smiling, | thought you were happy. Never opened your eyes. | 
thought you were napping. I've got so much to learn about love in this world. But we finally made the news. 
You're all | need Make you only mine. You're all | need so | set you free | had to take you're life. You're all | 
need. You're all | need and | loved you so." And the final line Nikki smeared out in his blood read "So | put you 
to sleep." 


"Jesus fucking Christ Nikki," | utter in sheer dismay with a side of panic, "Why did you do this?" 

He looks at me slightly confused, "What? Write our next top ten? Well who else is going to do it?" 
Untuckingbelievable. He can't see he's one phone call short from a straight jacket. He seems like this is 
perfectly fucking normal behavior. As if those goddamn words on the wall weren't disturbing enough, no they 
just have to be written in his fucking blood. "Nikki why didnt you write this on paper?" | ask and swallow a lump 


in my throat. 


"Didn't have a pen," he shrugs and rises to his feet. He takes a step back admiring his lyrics, his artwork in 
blood, | don't fucking know. 


| fold my arms across my chest and stare at it with him. "Um.its great.but | don't think it's going to make it 


onto the airwaves when it's talking about... 

He turns and looks at me. "Well isn’t it better | wrote it down instead of doing it?" 

Guess he made a valid point. But | wasn't so sure those words wouldn't turn into something straight from the 
evening news. Nikki has always been a sick fucker, but never had he discussed killing someone with a fucking 
knife. This was sick beyond Nikki's normal dimensions. "Um.aren't you afraid someone might take this wrong? 
Like take it as a threat maybe?" 

"And?" He questions. 

Fuck me | just stepped into a fucking Steven King novel. Was he going to kill Izzy? "Nikki..this is a bad idea 


He just goes on reading what he has written, "What was it you wanted T-Bone?" 


Fuck in light of this shit | had completely forgotten | blink a few times trying to remember. "We.its not 


important." | shake my head, "we'll reschedule." 


Open Doors 


Open Doors 
Izzy's POV 


"Hey Izz," Duff says throwing an arm around my shoulder as we come down off the stage, "Wanna go get a 
drink with me? Found this real hole in the wall type place, nobody will fuck with us." 


That actually sounded pretty fucking great. | had for the most part dried out from smack again. But a love for 
cocaine quickly took it's place. A drink was just what | needed to try to come down. Strike that, make it an 
entire bottle. | nod at Duff, "You read my mind" 


"Cool man, | have a Taxi waiting. Coulda tried to impress you and get a limo but | didn't wanna use up all my 


tricks at once ya know?" He smirks pulling out a cigarette and lighting it. 

| shyly smile and look to the ground, "Are you calling this a date or something?" 

He just shrugs, "Everyday is a date."He drags from his cigarette. 

"Smart ass," | smile. | like the way his humor had the ability to break through my bad moods. 


Duff grabs my shoulders and looks into my eyes with raised eyebrows as his cigarette dangles on his lip. "Iz, 
its whatever you want it to be. You want it to be a date, fine, it's a date. You want it to be two friends having 
a drink, fine that's all it is. Hs up to you." He nods affirmitvely and lets go of my shoulders. 


| nod. Wow. Duff was really fucking amazing. Knowing how much a person loves you is one thing, but when you 
see that shit, like witness it for real.its fucking surreal. Every day brought me more respect for Duff. The 

admiration grew. The bond of friendship had never seemed greater, not even with Axl. And Duff's patience..god 
he was a really good guy. Like a truly decent human being. | had no clue what the fuck he saw in gutter trash 


like me. 


We make it to the tiny little bar on the far outskirts of wherever the fuck we were. On the road it just don't 
matter where you're at. It's always the fucking same. But places like this were hard to find. We were becoming 
increasingly popular because of Sweet Child and touring with Aerosmith. So people were starting to recognize 
us. I'm not into that shit the way the rest of the guys are. | don't like the hassle of 50 people calling your 


name at once and wanting autographs and pictures. It makes my world spin out of control and | just have to 


bolt. Guess Duff had picked up on that. 


After about half a bottle each | look over at Duff with a smile. "Why do you waste your time with a loser like 


me? You have so much love to offer someone Duff" 


He exhales smoke and stares at an ashtray and ashes his cigarette. "We don't choose who we love | guess." 
"I just don't get why me. | mean.look at me." | frown feeling like such a fucking failure. 

"I do, every chance | get," he cuts his eyes at me and winks. There he goes again cheering me up. “And all | 
ever see is Izzy. Izzy, the guy who makes me smile even when everything is shitty. The Izzy who | had one 
perfect night with. The Izzy who stole my heart.” 

Nikki never said things like that to me. No one had. "You want it back?" | joke. 


Duff looks at me with serious soft brown eyes. "No. It's yours, keep it.” 


There are no words for that. | grab the bottle and take a chug. "Wanna get out of here? Maybe go for a walk? 
It's kinda smokey in here." 


"Sure," he says and snuffs out his cigarette. We slide off our bar stools and go outside. 

"Its warm tonight," Duff comments. 

"It usually is this time of year in the south," | reply. 

"Check it out, its a baseball field," Duff motions. | played baseball when | was in school. You ever play?" 
| smirk, "No | was a stoner." 

Duff smiles and pulls out a flask, "Come on stoner, I'll educate you." 


We go into one of the dug outs and plop down passing the flask back and forth between us. | pull a joint from 
my pocket and light it. Duff looks at me and chuckles. 


"Told ya | was a stoner," | shrug and fill my lungs. | pass the joint to Duff. 
He inhales deeply and stares out at the field. "Seems like a lifetime ago," he mutters, | think more to himself. 
"Yeah, | know what you mean" 


Duff looks over at me. "The future, our lives, they really are what we make of them. | mean everything we do 


wrong, it's to learn from. It's never too late to fix shit and turn it around." 


How does he always seem to know what l'm thinking and exactly what | need to hear? "You really believe that?" 
| question 


"Yeah," he smiles. 


| sit there in silence for a while and think for a while how amazing he is. | wanted him to know how much | 


appreciated how good to me he had been. "Im glad | met you Duff" 

"Pleasure is all mine Izz," he tips his flask at me. 

| swallow a lump in my throat. "You mind if | kiss you?" | ask him. 

He gives me a half grin, "Fuck no." 

| slide closer to him. Our heads tilt and our lips are almost touching. | catch myself looking into his eyes. So 
much love swirls in his brown eyes. | really loved seeing the effect | had on him. | liked seeing myself through 
his eyes. how could anyone not feel something like that. 

| brush my lips across his and lick his bottom lip. He opens his mouth to let my tongue in. They swirl together 


softly. As perfect as a kiss should be. | could feel it. And in that moment | felt my chest expand. | knew 


something was happening. Something real, and | wasn't even scared. 


Mea Culpa 


Author's Notes: 
The term Mea Culpa means to acknowledge one's own fault. Yeah.. liked Enigma in high school.. 


Mea Culpa 
Nikki's POV 


His laugh is gentle in my ear. Sand slides between my toes, warm, almost hot. His feet, as always are covered. 
He never cared to be barefoot. | didn't mind it, | liked the warm grittiness of the sand beneath me. It was a 
part of nature. Water drips from the ends of his black hair and dribble in tiny sparkling streams down his 
chest and back. His skin was starting to get some color. Like me, he could actually tan pretty well. We both 
needed to sunshine to keep our managements ambivalent to our drug habits. If we kept color to us we looked 


less ostenatious. 

Izzy's gypsy like nature and love for travel and adventure and many adrenaline rushes were his passion. Izzy 
had always been on of those guys with a need for speed. A junkie to the rush and excitement of anything that 
gets the adrenalin pumping. | guess | did too, But | wasn't beach bum |zz was. Don't get me wrong | like the 
beach, but Izzy was into surfing. And he was fucking good at that shit. Izzy had remarkable balance. 


"Come on," he tugs me to the water with his surf board tucked under his arm, "Today youre learning to surf” 


| didn't argue. | liked to make him happy. It was just surfing. Nikki Sixx can do whatever he sets out to do. We 
wade out to the brake and Izzy straddles his board. 


"Get on the back and sit with your legs to your chest and hand on tight:" 


Izzy waits and waits for the perfect wave. He hops onto his board with both feet and balances his arms out 
and squats and rides up to the shore. 


"See piece of cake," he smiles and brushes his lips across mine. Wanna try again?" 

"Whatever floats your boat. | smile and follow him back to the water. 

My mind replays the better times between us often. | fucking missed him. He haunted my dreams. My eyes 
open to the automatic letdown that this had merely been a dream. | knew that when | rolled over he wouldn't 


be there. | wouldn't be able to see that peaceful glow when he slept. Never more would | have that someone 


who could always make me laugh. 


| might have been a rat an a sleaze, but Izzy never judged me for it. | thought we were the perfect match. 
But like everything, | fucking destroyed it. Its like | just must sabotage any happiness that comes my way. 
Sadness is what | feel now, empty sadness. 


| sat up and reached for the Jack under the pillow in my bunk. Just drown it Sixx. Why didn't | have it in me to 
be like Duff or Tommy? | should have told Izzy | loved him a thousand times a day. God knows | did. | didn't 


know how to carry on without him. | felt a sting of rejection that made me volatile. 

The curtain to my bunk slides back Tommy sits at the edge of my bunk smoking a cigarette. "Nikki, you ok?" 

| nod and gulp, "Just a stupid dream." 

"That's not what | meant," Tommy says looking down | mean are you ok?" He points to his temple. | guess he's 
insuinuating I've lost my mind. "I mean.that song you wrote bro.Promise me you aren't going to do something 
stupid." 

| roll my eyes and trace designs in the fogged up window. "I'd rather be alone right now T-Bone," | sigh. 

"Nikki | just want to help you through this. Stop pushing me away.’ 


"Kinda hard when this shit tickles you so much," | huff. 


"You think | like seeing you this way?" | ask in bewilderment. "You really don't know the first fucking thing about 


love do you?" He snaps before storming off. 


How could anyone love me? Not even Izzy could anymore. But | knew | could blame no one but myself for that. 
| was the problem. It was me who had this gaping hole nothing could fill. It was me who was damaged and 


confused. But | tried. | tried the fucking best | knew how. 


And yes | see how hard Tommy is trying to fix me. But is that possible? Is it too late for me Is this what | 
deserved for all the shitty things | had done and never apologized for? My head had never been so fucked up. | 
didn't know how to cope with it. | wanted smack so bad, but | stayed away from it. Alcohol only numbed me so 
much. | needed to score some pills to take my mind off shit. My thoughts were becoming irrational and 


dangerous. Homocidal if you will. | was a walking time bomb with a hair detonator. 


The Vigilant 
The Vigilant 


Duff's POV 


Oklahoma City would be the first bed | had slept in in over a month. | was looking forward to a night of falling 
asleep with the world not moving beneath me. Plus | suppose it would make for better romanticism if | can get 
Izzy's consent again | really fucking wanted him again. | was so fucking in love with him. More so now since | 


felt like | might actually stand a chance. 


I've been playing shit so cool with Izzy. Every time | see him | just want to hold him. Suffocate him with my 
love. But | know | have to take shit slow with him. What he was going through was a major transition. And | 
didn't want to simply be a pawn in that transition. | didn't want to be that rebound person. Didn't care to be a 
substitute or a replacement. | wanted him to fucking love me back. | knew that was something that wouldn't 
happen over night. Izzy just didn't work that way. Izzy was cautious. But then anyone who had walked a mile in 


his shoes would understand why. Believe me, | get his need for caution 


| had seen Izzy and Nikki together over the years. It may have been a somewhat flavorless and dry 
relationship on the outside, but they had shared something. Something real. Things like that don't just get 
mended overnight. Izzy was with Sixx for five fucking years. He was Izzy's first serious relationship. The one 
who introduced him to smack. But fuck Nikki had helped our band out in so many fucking ways. | didn't expect 
Izzy was looking for anyone to replace that void | know he feels. | love him. | can wait as long as it takesl'm 


prepared for a long wait. 


Izzy only knows Nikki. Nikki, a guy who knows about as much about love as he does astrophysics. Izzy didn't 
know what it was to be adored. Izzy didn't recognize subtle things like a smile or a play on words. He was 
accustom only to the brashness of Nikki Sixx. | couldn't imagine being in a relationship with the guy. But then 
they do say there's two sides to the coin, right? Anyhow, | have to just wait patiently for Izzy to work shit 


out in his own head. And in his own time he would. 


| can already see something different in Izzy's eyes. They seem so curious all the time now. He seems to 
watch everything | do. And when it's just us alone..it's like that's the only time he ever takes to just fucking 


exhale. l'm comfortable to him and that's a start at least. 


l'm the last one out of our dressing room tonight because Slash kept nodding out in the fucking shower. Steven 
took him back to the hotel. Izzy had gone with Axl to do some press shit. So | showered and thought about 
Izzy while | lathered my dick. Ok maybe | jerked off a little in the process, but believe me, I'm clean 


| towel dry my blonde locks and gather up my shit. | bend over and pick up my favorite CBGB shirt off the 
floor. When | raise up I'm caught off guard by a shadowed figure in the doorway. | can't make out much more 


than a figure reclined in the door frame with their arms crossed. | could see leather pants glinting across 


their thighs. 

"Getting all clean for night in a hotel?" The voice asks in a low smirk 

Nikki. 

"Nikki." | utter trying to focus on him in the darkness. 

"Had a few nights off, thought I'd catch the show," his voice is strange because it sounds too calm. Nikki isn't 
the calm one like.ever. "Did | miss anything yet?" His words flow out softly as he shifts a little and brings 
himself more into the light so | can now see him. The blank stare on his face makes it impossible to read into 


what he was thinking. | watch his dead eyes scan me. "He'll never let you in his head you know?" he asks me. 


"Never let me and trust me, nobody can do that shit like me." 

"You don't need to be in someone's head when you understand them," | sigh and shove my shirt in my bag. 
| hear him faintly huff. "You think you understand him? Do you really? Did you know Izzy throws up every 
time he has to go to an office with a conference room? Did you know he has this OCD thing about being 
barefoot?" He pushes his weight off the door frame and meanders into the room a bit. 


| just try to ignore him as | search for my pants to shove them in my bag. 


"You think he will ever tell you that shit?" He asks parading into the room further searching around picking up 


bottles looking for a swallow or two left in one. 
"Did you come all this way for a few lousy cheap shots at me or to kick my ass?" | impatiently ask 


He looks at me sideways with an evil smirk, "I like luring my prey and playing with it a little first.break it 
down.make it beg." 


Hes too close for my liking so | take a step backwards. Nikki advances forward a step as well. That smirk on his 
face is almost eye to eye with me and l'm far too close to a wall. Nikki was trying to back me into a corner. 


Nikki takes one more step as | hold my ground. Then | hear a click. | draw in my breath and remain still 


Nikki slightly chuckles and raises his right arm. He tilts his head looking at me with his evilness as the blade of 
the knife in his hand slowly glides across my cheek. "Which part of your pretty little face do you think Iz likes 
the most huh?" 


Trapped And Ambushed 


Author's Notes: 
Ok guys..to the Duff's cheering section.hold your breath. To Nikki's cheering section.don't breathe. 


Trapped And Ambushed 


Nikki's POV 


| look at Duff's face as | drag the blade of my knife across each of his features. The bridge of his nose. His 
purty pink mouth. Still | just can't help but associate all blonds to Vince. Honestly, | couldn't fucking stand Vince. 
If | could sing I'd kick his ass to the curb. 


"Nikki?" Duff's breath shudders. 


| blink and look up at his wide brown eyes. They were the color of Tommy's. Why is that shit even on my 


mind? "Huh.l'm sorry Duff, were you saying something? | wasn't paying attention 


His eyes dart in panic over the knife blade l'm now gently tracing down his chest. Heart. Lungs. Stomach. 
Appendix. Spleen. 


"Nikki please," he whispers as a tear rolls down his cheek. 


My chin lowers slightly. | glare up at him still as my smirk glints a few teeth at him. "Please..fuck that word 
makes me want to cum Duff," | growl slightly and smell his fear dancing across his neck as the blade of my 
knife presses to his Adam's Apple. "I love hearing all this begging," | smile even wider and run my tongue 


across his cheek. "Beg some more for me Duff" 
"Nikki.p..please let me go," his words come out across quivering lips as he so bravely tries not to cry. 


Let me go. | roll the words around in my head. Izzy had asked me to let him go too. What the fuck is wrong 
with me? Why does everyone want to be let go. | meet eyes with Duff again. "I can't do that Duff, I'm terribly 


sorry." 
Duff cracks a little on the surface and starts to sob. 


| bring my finger to my lips, "Shhhh," | then run the same finger over his lips as | press him into the wall. | 
start tracing the knife down his chest again "Do you know how it feels to have your heart broken Duff?" | 
whisper in his ear. | grip the knife handle tightly Its facing his stomach at a horizontal angle. With a sharp 


thrust and a swing of my arm | slice him across his stomach. | hear him gasp. "It feels like having your 


fucking guts cut out" 

Duff feels his stomach and raises his hand to see blood on it. "Oh god..please Nikki no," he cries. 

| huff. "Stop being a baby it didn't even get through half an inch of skin," | shake my head. | look down at the 
blood drops coming from the gash on his stomach. "You look pale Duff," | lean in to him and smirk as | smell 
the sweet smell of fear all over him. "Maybe you should lay down Duff,” | kick him in the knees and he goes 
down. | quickly crawl on top of him and pin him down | bring our faces as close together as | can without 
kissing. "Shhhh. Its almost over now. Shhhh. Shhhh." | give him a warm smile and sit up | raise my knife over 
my head and prepare to ram it straight down into his fucking heart. 

Click. 

"Get the fuck off Duff," | hear as the barrel of a gun taps at my temple. Izzy. 

"Welcome to the party sweetheart, it's all for you," | say but don't move. Duff is still firmly in my sights. 
"Give me the knife Nikki," | hear Izzy saying. 

"lizz | can't," | shake my head and stare at the fear in Duff's eyes. 

"Give me the fucking knife!" Izzy raises his voice. 

| feel tears stinging my eyes. "No." 

"lim not fucking around Nikki! Drop the goddamn knife!" 

| smirk, "You can't pull the trigger." 

"Please don't make me have to!" 

| glance at him over my shoulder. Tears are streaming down his face. The gun is quivering as it aims directly 
between my eyes. l'm wondering who the tears are for. Then | see Izzy's eyes cross over Duff in worry. 
"Goddamn you," | say knowing they were tears for him and not me. | turn to look down at Duff again. "If | can't 
have him you won't either," | growl at him. 


"NIKKI! | hear Izzy warning as he presses the gun into the back of my head 


Fuck it. | don't fucking care if Izzy kills me. At least | would know Duff wouldn't have him either. | raise my 


knife even higher to gain more momentum when | bring it down. 


BANG! 


Shoulder for a Shoulder 


Author's Notes: 
so while | was writing this | was listening to Me, I'm not by Nine Inch Nails. it kinda put an ominous spin on 


shit.and it sort of fit.anyway it inspired the chapter. 


Shoulder For A Shoulder 
Duffis POV 


| see sheer evil inside Sixx. He snarls at me and raises his knife high above his head. He's going to do it. He's 
going to fucking kill me unless Izzy pulls the trigger. Sixx isn't fucking around! | am about to fucking die! 


| instinctively shut my eyes. That's when | hear it, a loud bang. But before | can open my eyes to see if Izzy 
shot him | feel the blade of Nikki's six inch Stilleto sink into my shoulder. Searing and burning pain. I'm scared to 
look Then | feel all of Nikki's weight coming down on me. | open my eyes and see nothing but his black hair. His 
hands hang limply around the knife in me that is sunk in all the way to the base. 


| see Izzy's huge eyes as he bends down and pushes Nikki off me. My eyes follow Nikki's body. He's lying beside 


me. His face is facing me. 
"Duff are you ok?" 


Nikki looks so peaceful with his eyes shut. He looks like a sleeping angel. How could that face look so different 


just moments ago? 
"Duff!" Izzy shakes me. 


| turn to look at him. | see the knife in me again. Izzy grabs my dirty CBGB shirt from the bag beside us and 
wraps it around the base of the knife. 


‘Izzy get it out!" | start to panic. 

‘|. can't you'll bleed more. We gotta get you to a hospital" He pressed down with the shirt and | wince in pain 
| turn my head and my eyes fall on Nikki again. He's so still. Did Izzy kill him? "Nikki." | say faintly and turn 
back to Izzy. Only then does Izzy even seem to realize he shot him. He steps over me starts feeling Nikki's 


back for a wound. He stops when his hand feels blood. He pulls his hand back looking at it in disbelief. "Iz." | 
say but he looks like he may be in shock. "Izzy!" | say louder and cough, "Is he dead?" 


Izzy slightly shakes his head and stares still at his bloody hand. "It went in his shoulder, in and out. | got him 
where he got you. We gotta get the fuck out of here," he says suddenly as he jumps up and scans the floor 
for his gun. He grabs it and stuffs it down the front of his pants. He stoops down next to my and grabs my 
arm and drapes it over my shoulder. "Come on Duff, get up." 

| moan in pain as Izzy pulls me up some. 

"You gotta help me Duff, come on you can do it.” 

My world starts to spin and | feel as weak as a newborn kitten, "|. can't" 

"Yes you can. Come on" 


"Go..before someone..." 


"No," he shakes his head. "Im not fucking leaving you here! Get up!" He growls as he hoists me up onto my 


feet. | can't feel my legs at all but | stand. 

"W-what about Nikki?" | ask looking down to see the pool of blood around his shoulder. 

"Ill call him an ambulance, come on," Izzy frantically pulls at me. 

"Hes going to bleed to death," | mutter looking at Nikki's angelic face pressed to the cold tile floor. 

"The heat from the bullet slows the bleeding. He will be ok, come on" 

"No..you can't just leave him like this." 

Izzy grips my chin and forces my face to look at him. "Duff listen to me and don't freak out ok..You're bleeding 
worse than Nikki. We have to get you help right now. There's still paramedics outside waiting for the crowd to 


clear out." 


Then my eyes look down to assess the damage to myself. | see my entire shirt almost drenched in blood. Oh 
fuck. | start seeing white spots. 


"Duff?" Izzy asks but his voice sounds muffled. Then my legs give out. | slip from Izzy's arms but everything 
goes black before | hit the floor. 


Hospitals 


Hospitals 
Tommy's POV 


| knew where Nikki went when we couldn't find him. | knew he hopped on the first plane to Izzy. | didn't tell 
management or the guys. | thought it would be best if | dealt with him. So | boarded the first plane | could in 
pursuit of him. But before | took off | made one last phone call. 


"Four Seasons Atlanta." 

"Jeff Isbell's room please." | stand and wait for the phone to ring. I'm just praying Izzy gets this fucking call. 
"Hello?" | hear his dry voice ask 

'Izzy..i's Tommy." 

"Yeah?" He says an | can hear him inhaling a cigarette. 


'Izzy..You have to get Duff and get the fuck out of there. Nikki got on a plane and | think he's coming to you. 
shits been real weird here lately..and | think..think Nikki may want to maybe hurt Duff." 


| can hear him huff, "Leave me out of your little pranks Tommy." 


"DUDE! THIS ISN'T A FUCKING PRANK! NIKKI IS OUT OF HIS MIND! GET DUFF AND GET THE FUCK OUT OF THE 
HOTEL!" | slam the phone down and rush off to catch my plane. 


| chain smoke the whole flight from Boston to Atlanta. I'm terrified of Nikki doing something stupid. He has been 
off his fucking rockers for a while. It's like he has been functioning on autopilot just so he could save all his 
energy for a fight. And that was just the kind of shit Nikki did. He got into fights like more than any person | 
have ever met. He's either really fucking crazy or has severe anger issues. | couldn't believe the things that 
had gone down recently. But unfortunately | had witnessed the shit. Lyrics scrolled in blood is when | should 
have picked up the phone to warn Izzy. But | didn't and now it may be too late. 


When | got to Atlanta | couldn't find a fucking trace of Nikki, Izzy, or Tommy. | wasn't even able to find Axl, 
Slash, or Steven. I'm starting to panic. | think like Nikki. Where would a predator stalk his prey? | rush into the 
hotel lounge but it is empty. A TV behind the bar is on the evening news. 


"Downtown tonight at The four Seasons two men were injured after a rock concert for the band Guns N 


Roses... 


My head turns instinctively as my stomach tries to crawl up my throat. 


"Sources say of of the men was stabbed while another was shot. Details concerning the men's identifications 


has yet to be revealed. We will bring you more of." 


"No," | say faintly and rush out the front lobby and hail a Taxi. | crawl in and quickly ask the driver to take me 
to the hospital. 


A sense of doom hangs over my head as the cab gets stopped by every single fucking red light. One stabbed. 
One shot. My mind races in worry. Was | too late? Fuck. 


Once | make it to the hospital | find the rest of the gunners lurking about the ER waiting room. Izzy has blood 
all over his shirt. He sits staring a a spot on the wall bouncing his leg rythmatically. | can help but get lost at 
the sight of the blood Whose fucking blood was it? 


"What the fuck are you doing here," Axl cuts a set of cold eyes at me. "Come here to finish what Nikki 


couldn't?" 
"What happened?" | ask 

'Like you dont know! You probably helped him plan the fucking ambush!" 

"Axl," Izzy sighs, "just shut up.Nikki would have killed Duff if Tommy hadn't called to warn me" 
"Why would he be able to warn you if he didn't have something to do with it?!" 


"Man | swear to god nobody wants Nikki away from your band as badly as me. I tried to stop this. Please tell 


me what went down," | nearly beg. 


"They had them both in surgery," Slash says quietly. "Nikki is already in a room upstairs. Cops are waiting to 


question him." 


"And when he wakes up he's going to tell them that Izzy fucking shot him!" Axl growls quietly so he doesn't 
admit to any guilt Izzy may have had. 


‘Ils that true?" | ask behind scrunched brows. 
Izzy looks down softly nodding, "| had to. He was going to kill Duff. ! shot him and he still fucking stabbed him." 
"Why don't you send that insane fuck to a nuthouse?” Axl frowns cutting his eyes at me again. 


| can't help but smirk, "You're a fine one to be giving that advice bro." 


"Tommy," Izzy says softly, "Please tell Nikki Im sorry." 


Comprehension 
Comprehension 
Nikki's POV 


You know an orange smells like an orange. You know what gas smells like. You know just how rubbing alcohol 
smells before it ever hits your nostrils. Some spells are just programmed into a person you know? The sterile 
smell of a hospital is one of those. It was that smell being blown ever so gently up my nostrils in a constant 


blast. | breathe it in deep. | feel fucking high as shit. | know | didn't shoot up..wait.Why is the smell of a hospital 


blowing up my nose? 


My eyes tell me ‘fuck you Sixx’, but | force them to crack open anyway. | see a curtain surrounding me. One 
of those numbers they use to wrap around a hospital bed when they don't want you seeing what's going on 
behind them. Fucking tacky pink with blue stripes and a mesh top. It's kind of dim in this curtain cubical. | hear 
a faint beep beep beep noise by my ear. 


Hold the fuck on.l'm in a hospital. | raise my hand to my face and sure enough there's an oxygen tube blowing 
in my nose. | pull it down and turn my head to see the different machinery. A line goes across the screen in a 
green pattern of mountain like sketches every once in a while. My heartbeat | presume. Looks like | must have 


one in me after all. 


Then | see the IV stand with a few bags hanging one it. Your standard saline solution of course. One appears to 
be a drained pint of blood. Wonder who it belonged to? Then | see small bag labeled Morphine. Well that would 
explain why | feel so fucking high. | knew | didn't remember shooting up. 


Wait. I'm in a hospital bed. I'm hooked to IV's and shit. turn my head to look the other direction. My left 
shoulder is bandaged up. And when | see it | instantly know why I'm here. | remember every last detail quite 
vividly. Izzy shot me. He shot me trying to keep me from killing Duff. And | was so fucking going to do it. 


| have no memory past being shot. It's like it knocked me out cold. | must admit | feel like a bit of a pussy. You 
would think | might flinch, maybe drop the knife, but go out cold? | guess | should be thankful Izzy cared 
enough about me to not shoot me in the head If | remember correctly that was the last place he had it 
pointed. | remember him pressing the barrel into it as he gave me a bullshit idle threat..Well, come to think of 
it, guess it wasn't so idle after all 


| stare at the ceiling in wonder. How could he actually shoot me? After five years.five years | was there 
every time he needed help, five years | taught him how to be a rock star, five years of love and adoration.all 
of it to end up being fucking shot for some blonde bassist. Guess Izz has a thing for bassists. 


But what did Duff do to take Izzy away from me? It had to be more than a roll in the hay. What did he give 
him that | wasn't? What did Izzy need that he wasn't getting? How can someone simply wake up one day and 


fall out of love with someone? | could understand fading..but just all out disappearing over night? What did | do 
wrong? How did | lose him? 


| sigh as another realization hits me. l'm alone. No one is at my side checking up on me to make sure l'm ok. 
My band isn't here. My Izzy isn't here. No doctor. Not even a fucking nurse to check up on me. | guess | didn't 
really have anyone to blame but myself. | had walked through this life with a middle finger thrown up at the 
entire world. Why should anyone care if | live or die. Lying here shot makes it pretty obvious to see I'm 
unwanted. Guess that shouldn't come as a huge shock or anything. I've been unwanted my entire life. But | 


though Izzy was different. 


| cough and clear my throat. The curtain around me draws open and l'm met with a fat guy in a blue suit and 


an LAPD badge on his chest. Fucking great. 

"Do you know who shot you?" He starts right in asking questions. 

| just turn my head the opposite direction 

"Can you hear me? Can you make some sort of signal if you can hear me?" 
The Nikki Sixx asshole inside of me smirks and raises my middle finger at him. 


"Either you start answering fucking questions or I'll wheel you out of here, IV and all and shackles around your 


feet!" 


I'm not really feeling up to prodding the cop into a fight. | had already been shot. | didn't need an LAPD beating 
on top of it. So | comply..well sort of" 


"| don't know. Never saw their face," | say is a raspy voice. They must have had to stick shit down my throat. 
"Say can | get some water?" 


"You'll get water when you explain why your prints were all over the weapon removed from the other victim." 
Holy fuck. I'm in deep shit now. "I don't know what the fuck you're talking about" 


"It's ok," the cop sneers, "Deny it. The evidence doesn't lie. So you enjoy your last day of freedom for a while. 
In the morning you are being released to Atlanta PD." 


"Fuck off pig," | mutter as a sense of dread starts to wrap around my head. 
"Oh, and if you're wondering, he made it." 


"Fuck OFf!!!" | snap dryly. 


"And don't get any bright ideas of escaping. We have someone posted outside your door 24/1" 


All| can do is look away and try to take the thoughts swirling in my head. If only | could reach that Morphine 
bag, I'd give it a good squeeze and get obliterated to make all this shit just go away. Who knows, maybe even 


permanently. 


Maybe Somebody Cares After All 


Maybe Somebody Cares After All 
Nikki's POV 


Some time later as | was flipping through channels on the TV my door opened. Of all the people in the fucking 


world Tommy walks in He's got that uncomfortable nervous smile he gets when he doesn't know what to say. 
"How the fuck did you find me?" | sigh and look back up at the TV. 
| know you Bro," he smiles and sits in the chair next to my bed. 


"You think you could get Electra to get a lawyer down here? The cops are taking me into custody in the 


morning," | say mindlessly flipping channels. 


"Already takes care of. Duff didn't press charges. And since you didn't fess up as to who shot you they think 
Izzy is completely innocent. You and Duff are both getting fined out the ass but nobody is going to jail.” 


| look at him with a confused expression. "Duff didn't press charges?" Well that was unexpected 
"No. You know | think he just wants you to back of 

"Back off?" | snarl, "Fuck them both" 

Tommy sighs, "Yeah, you say that now" 

| glare at him. "Tommy.lzzy shot me. | think | get it now. He doesn't fucking want me 

"He told me to tell you he was sorry," Tommy looks down 

"If he was sorry he would tell me himself," | mumble. 


"Nikki, don't take this wrong dude, but you've been scaring the shit out of people lately. He was probably too 


scared to come in here and tell you." 
"Or too busy with Duff." 
Tommy gets up and sits at the side of my bed. "Nikki.look, l'm sorry shit has turned out like it has for you...” 


"| just fucking bet,” | snap. 


He looks at me with a wounded spirit. "You think | like watching you hurt? Like watching you sink further and 
further? Losing your fucking mind and writing songs in blood? Trying to fucking kill people? | love you man. | 
don't want to see you hurting like this. You think this shit is convienient for me? You think | enjoy it? You think 
l'm just trying to fill Izzy's spot?" 


"Well, aren't you?" | snort. 


Tommy just shakes his head, "And people think I'm the dumb one?" He sighs and places his hand over mine, 


"Don't you know I'd do anything for you Nikki?" 

| jerk my hand back, "I don't want you to fucking do anything for me Tommy.” 

Tommy grabs me by the jaw and forces me to look at him. "Fucking stop it Nikki. Stop pretending to be all hard. 
| know you're hurting but that doesn't mean you get to take it out on me. I'm trying to help you. I'm the only 


motherfucker trying to help you. Stop being a goddamn horses ass and let me fucking help you through this!" 


| jerk my chin from his hand. "You can't fucking help me." | feel tears stinging and forming in my eyes. "How 
the fuck are you going to help me?" 


He leans over and wraps an arm around me, "By being a friend bro," he says softly in my ear. 

And the fucking waterworks were on | just couldn't hold the sobs back. Maybe somebody cared after all 
Tommy hadn't tried fucking me at all since that one time. Tommy had been my friend through all this. Well he 
tried. | didn't make things easy. 

| clutch his shirt, his arms feel so safe and comforting. | hate crying in front of people, but it feels good to let 
it out. In this moment | feel like I'm not alone. "What did | do Tommy? Why doesn't he love me anymore?" And 
more and more sobs continue from my eyes and soak into his shirt. 

"| suppose that's partly my fault Nikki.l'm sorry if it is," his words soothe my ear. 


"He was the only thing | had.."| say getting choked up. 


“That's not true, you have Crue. Nothing means more to you than that. And you've always had me man, I'd 


never turn my back on you. Push me away all you want. | can be just as stubborn as you fucker." 

| smile through my tears. "You really mean that T-Bone?" 

"Can't you see that shit bro? You're gonna get through this. You're clean now, You can start all over with a 
whole new life. You reinvent the band all the time, just do it with yourself. I'll do it with you, you know it" His 


words and expression radiate concern and love. He's hurting to see me hurt. This was new to me. 


| move away from him and look into his swirling warm brown eyes. | remember him looking at me that one 


night we were together. | don't know much about love, but i could see it in his eyes. "How can you give a fuck 
about someone like me? No one can take me for long. | push them all away. Even Izzy.why you still here 
Tommy?" 

He leans in and kisses my forehead. "Because | love you for real Nikki..on every possible level, band mate, friend, 
lover. I've never loved anyone but you. Please don't shut me out too. Dont alienate yourself. | hate it when you 
shut down and live inside your own head and won't let me in. Talk to me baby. Please.’ 

| dry my tears. "Would you do something for me?" 

"Anything," he nods. 

"Get Izzy to come see me." 


Bro..that's probably not best man," he stammers in reluctance. 


"IFs cool, | just want to talk to him. Not kill him. | need to tell him goodbye. | think it's pretty obvious he no 


longer wants me. But then | guess that blame is on me," | sniffle. 
"| don;t know if he will, he's pretty shook up," Tommy scratches his head. 


"Please Tommy." 


Tense 


Author's Notes: 
So | know you guys are having mixed feelings on this fic. I's a painful fic. 


Tense 
Izzy's POV 


When Tommy told me Nikki was asking for me | was still waiting on news about Duff in the ER. None of the 
guys wanted me to. Even Tommy wasn't reel keen on the idea. But | owed it to him to give him a proper 
apology. He deserved that much at least. What | did to him hurt him. | shouldn't have been so direct and 


honest. | should have let it linger away and fizzle out. 


| know love is something l'm not an expert on, but for what love | could muster and show | had for him. | loved 
him the best | knew how, and so did he. But Nikki and | just weren't good for one another. | held him back. | 
distracted him from his sole purpose in life, to be Nikki Sixx of Motley Crue. He put his soul into becoming a 


success. Slowly i watched as i made it take a back seat due to our addiction. 


I'm relatively sober now. From what i understand Nikki is smack free too. But so much has happened between 
us. When he cheated on me with Tommy it crushed me. when | cheated on him it was never because | wanted 
to. | slept with Duff as vengence. But when | saw all that love looking back at me.l never got that with Nikki. | 


never knew what it was before Duff. 


Duff had been so perfect these last months. He was a true friend when | needed a friend He had told me he 
loved me. | believe him, honestly. He did his best to show me too. He wasn't trying to push us together. He was 
just being Duff. Peace making Duff. | had a whole new respect for him. And when | look in his eyes and see all 
that love.| feel high. And like any high, it becomes an addiction A part of me was falling for Duff. 


But Nikki would never be able to understand this. | had hoped Tommy would come in and be Nikki's rebound, but 
Nikki wasn't having it. Nikki wanted me. But Nikki needed Tommy. Tommy could love Nikki the way | can't. He 


could show him the same way Duff was showing me. 


| take a big gulp. My feet feel like lead as | stand outside Nikki's door. I'm scared. Scared to go in, scared to see 
him and what | had done to him. Scared of his reactions. Scared of threats. | just wanted to run away. But | 
push the door open quietly. 


Nikki is in the bed in a hospital gown with a bandaged shoulder and IV's and shit. His gaze is out the window but 
fixed on nothing at all. He's deep in thought, tranced. 


| clear my throat and his head snaps over at me. He just looks at me and | just stand halfway across the 


room from him. 
"Duff OK?" He asks in a mono tone that doesn't carry the slightest bit of concern or remorse. 


| glance down and fiddle with my hands. "Still no word. He's still in surgery. Apparently you did a lot of damage. 


Doctors saw knife wounds are always the worst.” 
Nikki looks back out the window, "Guess | should be grateful you shot me then," he dryly says. 


| take a few steps closer and still look down. "Nikki, I'm real sorry about that. | didn't want to do it.but 
darlin..you were out of it. You jumped left field and kept on running. You were going to kill Duff. | couldn't let 
you do that. | didn't want you to get in trouble for it. | would have felt like it was all my fault.l'm so fucking 
sorry Nikki." 


| look up at him and see tears stream from his eyes. "I was gonna kill him," he says softly. "I wanted him dead 
so you would come back to me. | fucking miss you so much Izz. | don't know what to do anymore. You're the 
only one who has ever been there for me." 


"That's not true. Tommy has been there for you more than | ever have." 


Nikki wipes his tears still looking out the window. "But he's not you." he shakes his head and sniffles and silence 
fills the room because, what do | say to that? 


"Nikki," | sigh, "You and me have something special, but it's not love. Tell me you can't see that when you're 
with Tommy? Darlin we just can't be. | want more than this." 


He smirks, "A bullet through my shoulder made it pretty evident you don't want me anymore |zz." 


"I killed a part of me to have to do that to you Nikki. | mean fuck.all those years..you think | would have done 
that if you would have just put the knife down?" | take a couple steps closer. 


Nikki looks at me with tears in my eyes, “You'll never know how unwanted you've made me feel.’ 
"Nikki | never wanted to hurt you in any way. | never wanted but what's best for you. I'm not god for you. You 
just fall into this routine with me because it's all we know when we are together. And well stay right there 


and just die as junkies. When we are apart it's easier to be sober. Can't you see we bring one another down?" 


He just looks at me with a red nose and wet eyes. "I don't know how to live without you Izz. You're all | know. 


You're the only person who really gets me. Without you | go insane." 


| glance at him before looking down and fiddling with the bracelet on my arm. "You are the strongest person | 


know darlin. Nothing get in Nikki Sixx's way. You can make it through anything." 


“Anything but losing you," he whispers as tears drop from his eyes. 


| walk over to his bed side and look down at the pleading expression on his face. "You can do anything Nikki..you 


hear me?" 
He shakes his head crying and curls into his pillow. "I'm so sorry for whatever | did zz" 


"Nikki..you didn't do anything wrong. We're both changing. After your overdose you yourself said you wanted a 


family someday. You want more than | can ever give you..and i guess a part of me does too." 
| sit at the side if his bed and move his hair from his face, "One day you'll see I'm right.” 

| don't want you to be right," he sniffles. "I'm all alone now. | have no one." 

"Yes you do. And I'll always be here when you need a friend," | stroke his cheek softly. 


Nikki sighs and calms his sobbing. "I'll never stop loving you lzz. | know you don't want me anymore. | know this 
is goodbye." his tears come again, "But | don't know how to let you go." 


"You just have to darlin," | shrug. 

Nikki just looks at me a while crying silently. "I hope you find what it is you're looking for Izz" 
| give him a soft humbled smile, "And i want the same for you." 

"Guess you should probably get back to Duff," he says shifting toward the window again 
"Yeah," | nod and turn to leave. "See you around sometime,’ i say reaching the door. 

‘Its probably best if you don't," he says softly. "Goodbye Izz" 


My mouth is dry and there is a lump in my throat. This seems like the final moment between us. Feels like 
Nikki is giving up and letting me go. "Goodbye Nikki," | say and leave his room. 


The Thing Dreams Are Made Of 


The Thing Dreams Are Made Of 
Duff's POV 


My eyes flutter and open slightly. There's soft noises around me but they aren't disturbing me. They're kind 
of peaceful actually. Little Beep beep beeps. It's dim. My head is kind of swimming, but | like it. | feel pretty 


fucking awesome. Awesome considering I'm in a fucking hospital with a stab wound that required surgery. 


They told me Nikki missed my heart by six inches. How fucking Ironic is that huh? But the son of a bitch 
severed something that they said was pretty damn important. At this point it was still up in the air if the 
movement to my fingertips would correct itself. Right now they barely moved. There's a chance my bass 
playing days are over. He may have well have cut my arm off. If | couldn't play bass..what the fuck would | 
do? 


The fucking cops came in and asked me a ton of questions when | came to. | didn't tell them shit. They knew it 
was Nikki from the prints on his knife, there was no need for me to say shit. | grew up in a world where 
snitches get stiches. | don't care if Nikki did try to kill me. I'm not ratting him out or pressing charges. The 
bastards got me so worked up a nurse came in and shot me full of something that knocked me out. I'm just 


now waking again. 


| turn my head toward the window. It's just barely day light. The sun has this orangeish glow still. And there at 
the window | can see Izzy's perfect sharp silohette standing bathed in that light. His black hair shines like when 
the red stage light hits his hair. | can see the sun shining in his eyelashes. They were lightish brown, 
apparently Izzy's natural shade. His skin glowed with color despite knowing how pale he usually was. He was so 
fucking beautiful | wanted to pinch myself. No way was he real. And no way would he be standing in my room. 


| clear my throat to see if anything changes. Soft hazel eyes meet mine. The seriousness of his expression 
changes and is replaced with a sweet smile that looks so goddamn happy to see me. My heart fucking melts 
right there. Even better is the fact that he's really standing there smiling at me. 


"Duff," he says sounding relieved. Relieved. "| was beginning to think you were in a coma" He approaches my 
side and | feel him working his fingers into mine. He's holding my hand? "How's the shoulder? You in much 
pain?" He sits there at the edge of my bed holding my hand. Fuck | still can't get over the fact that he's 
holding MY fucking hand. | should have let Sixx stab me years ago. 


| look over at my shoulder. | didn't feel shit actually. The hospital must have had me on some really good shit. 
"IFs ok," | say and look down at his fingers woven into mine. God our hands look so fucking good together. | 


couldn't believe he was here like this. "How's Nikki?" | ask with a scratchy voice. 


Izzy's face goes straight again and he looks down, "He's fine. | did less damage to him than he did to you. |. 


talked to him. | think he's going to finally let it all go, you know?" 

"Really?" | ask. | wasn't sure if | believed that. 

"He seemed pretty sincere when he told me goodbye," Izzy nods. 

My eyebrow can't help but raise, "You ok 122?" 

His eyes meet with mine again. He doesn't say one word. He just raises my hand in his. He turns it over with 
my palm facing up. He presses his lips to my palm and holds them there for a long moment before moving 
away. "I'm fine Duff." 

"He's not pissed you fucking shot him?" | ask. 

Izzy softly shakes his head no as he stares at my hand and traces his finger across the lines in it. | had never 
seen Izzy act like this. | fucking love it, but it's confusing the hell out of me. "I couldn't let him kill you," he 


whispers. "I hurt him just to try to stop him from hurting you. Guess | fucked that up." 


"He would have shoved that knife right into my heart if that gun blast didn't knock him off target Izz. You 


saved my life. | can't thank you enough." 


He's still playing with my hand. He shakes his head again, "No tharks necessary. You just get better. A whole 


new life awaits you when you get out of here." 
Really? | wonder to myself. Why was that? Izzy kisses my hand again and nuzzles it to his cheek. His eyes burn 
into me. "| knew he would do it. | didn't wanna have to hurt him, but | didn't want to lose you either. | depend 


on seeing that face of yours every day." 


| smile and rejoice in how smooth his cheek feels under my hand. | stroke my thumb across it as | look at him 


looking at me. "You mean that?" | ask. 
He nods and runs a finger over my lips. "Yeah Duff." 


| motion for him to come closer with my head. He gives me a sideways smile and bends over and kisses me 


softly on the lips with closed eyes. | cannot explain the kind of fucking heaven | am in right now. 


Android 
Android 
Tommy's POV 


It had been a stressful morning at the fucking Motley camp. Electra CEO's came down to clean up Nikki's mess. 
They paid something like 50,000 to make this shit go away with the cops. Gave the press 20,000 just to not 
report on it. Electra hated spending money on us but we were their fucking top dogs. They had no choice but 
to clean up after us as long as we were making them cash hand over fist. 


So that morning Nikki's hospital room was turned into a fucking board room. Nikki was signing his name on 
documents for over two hours. Electra was constantly down our throats. They were pissed at me for not 
keeping Nikki in line. Hello? Who the fuck could? They were so mad at Nikki they wanted to ball the Crue up like 


a wad of paper and slam dunk us in the trash can. 


Surprisingly Nikki wasn’t really on the defensive. He was actually pretty compliant, considering how he normally 
is when they try to corner him or tell him what to do. He just took everything they said like he might have 
given a fuck, but | know better. | fucking know Nikki. 


So with Nikki's arm in a sling and shit he needed some time to heal. The doctors told him not to even attempt 
smashing bass's for a while. Electra hated the idea of us not making them money. Nikki not being able to play 
meant they were making nothing off us. Yeah, they weren't too happy about spending 10 grand and not being 


able to slave drive us. 


Nikki told them he could play a show that night, that he was fine. However Electra had more sense than Nikki 
and actually listened to the fucking doctor. The doctor highly advised against it for at least three days. 
However, a full week was what they really wanted to see. To Electra three goddamn days may as well have 
been 3 fucking months. No way were they giving us a whole week off for Nikki to heal from what they 
considered a self inflicted fuck up. Nope. We were playing Nashville in three fucking days. 


Management has had it up to their eyeballs with Nikki. None of them wanted the responsibility of babysitting 
Nikki for three days. One fucking guess who was nominated. Yeah, that's right, me. But fuck | didn't care. | was 


going to be with him no matter what anyway. Now was not a good time for him to get much alone time. 


Nikki was too fragile right now. He couldn't be trusted alone. What if he did something stupid? The chances 
were far too great for comfort. Something inside of him is broken. He's like a car engine that has blown a head 
gasket. He's going to overheat and if he doesn't pull over. The engine eventually blows once it's been pushed 
over that invisible edge. Well Nikki was standing right there on the edge of a cliff ready to fucking jump. | was 
gonna stand right next to him and catch his ass when he did. 


So the people finally cleared out of Nikki's room and | stay to help him get dressed. | probably derive too much 


pleasure from it because | almost pop wood when | pull his pants up over his hips. He shoves his hand down 


the front and adjusts himself. Fuck | may have to find some chick and knock off a quickie. 

Yeah, | get to that once | have Nikki on a west bound plane for LA. | let him fall asleep and | slipped to the back 
with a stewardess in the galley and got my dick sucked real quick. But that just wasn't enough. | was facing 
three days of no sex and taking care of my beloved. Yeah, | needed just one more nut. Half an hour later l'm 


slipping back into my seat next to Nikki who still sleeps. 


| get comfortable and see Nikki shifting further into the window, "You smell like pussy T-Bone," he says half 


asleep. 

"Well..yeah, you know..say, you want your dick sucked? She's a giver." 

‘I'm good," Is all he says. 

"You sure?" | ask "Hasn't it been a while for you bro? You need to blow off some steam. Relieve some tension 
He says nothing but | see his eyes open and looking out the window. 


"When we land we'll stock up on some Jack Say you want to maybe stay at my place instead of yours? | 


mean.it might be full of old memories, you know? | mean maybe." 
"| just want to go home," he shakes his head. 
"You sure? | mean Izzy's shit is probably still laying all over the place...” 


He is again quiet. | can hear a slight shudder in his breathing. | know it's a struggle not to cry. | suddenly feel 
like a real dip shit for bringing up Izzy. 


"Nikki man, I'm fucking sorry. didn't mean to." 
‘Im fine," he says softly. 


"So you keep telling me," | huff. "You know, why not cut the bullshit now? It's just you and me. You don't have 
to act like everything is ok | know it's not fucking ok" 


He looks at me for a long moment and simply shrugs, "But it has to be." 
At this point | wished Nikki would just go crazy and start breaking shit. At least then this shit wouldn't be 


building up inside of him. Nikki wasn’t the type of guy you want to stew on shit for a while. You end up with 
results like we had had back in Atlanta. But since Nikki talked to Izyy he seems..seems empty. 


Keeping On 
Keeping On 
Nikki's POV 


The sun is setting with an orange glow across the horizon My house is closed up and shutting it all out, save 
one window, the one in my bedroom which | stand in. | can see the breeze blowing the leaves in the trees. The 
water in the pool ripples and shines in the last dying rays of daylight. I's so pretty out there. But I'm not out 
there. 


I'm inside where it is dark and stale. I'm inside with merely windows to look out of. Windows that show me what 
it looks like beyond this wooden capsule which contains me. Part of me wishes | could do more than just look at 
the world outside. A part of me just wanted to be in it, part of it. However a hollow black hole sucked me up 
inside. | was stuck in the darkness. 


| sigh and draw the shades. | just block it out. | turn and look around my room. It's illuminated by my TV and 
what light manages to creep in through the cracks. Everything is covered in a layer of dust because no one 
has been here in months. Fuck it, I'm not scared to sneeze, cleaning is another story. | was only going to be 


here two nights anyway. 


With a sigh | sit on the edge of my bed. | pull a shirt out from under my ass. White button down, overly 
washed and un-ironed, Izzy's. Another sigh escapes me as | allow it to tumble from my fingers to the floor. 
Izzy would probably just buy new shit and never return for anything he may have left here. My eyes fall on 
one of his acoustics in a stand. Maybe he would be back for that. 


Tommy was right. Memories of Izzy are everywhere | fucking look. It does hurt. Yet, memories are all | have 
left of him now. Memories and the things he left behind, myself included My mind wanders off to him at least 


a hundred times a day. | just wish | understood where it all went wrong. When did everything just unravel? 


A tap on my door breaks my concentration. "Hey man, you wanna go out? Maybe do something?" Tommy asks 


me through the door. 

'Nah..you go ahead without me," | fell him. 

"Come on, it's no fun without you," he slightly whines. 

"Im tired Tommy" 

And he says nothing further. | can hear him walking away. My eyes fall to the floor. When would | stop feeling 


like this? Was being sober why | felt so fucking bad? It had to be. Though, | wasn't willing to gain back my 
heroin addiction. | refused to even allow myself to think of such. There were plenty of other things out there 


that would fuck me up without resorting back to smack. 

My gaze falls on my closet door. | was afraid of what might have been hiding behind that door. God knows if 
Izzy left any smack behind. | hope he didn't. However there was still cottons | could wring out. But | hate 
thinking like that. | didn't want to do heroin, but god knows | needed something. Something to make breathing 
easier. Something that could make me smile. Something that would just take Izzy's face out of my head. 

| grab the nearest bottle and turn it up. Here's to you lzz. | hope you're happy, wherever you are tonight. A 
tear rolls down my cheek as | lower the bottle. | wipe it away and sniffle. | just want to stop hurting. | quickly 
turn the bottle up again. | kill half in one gulp trying to just feel something besides the anguish of not having 
Izzy. At this point | hoped | got drunk enough to puke and pass out. That seemed to be the only point of 


oblivion | could reach these days. 

Again | hear Tommy coming up the hall. ‘Hey. You hungry?" 
"No," | say. 

"Well will you at least fucking talk to me? Is lonely out here" 
"You don't have to stay T-Bone," | sigh and get another gulp. 


"IFs cool. | wouldn't be a very good friend if | left you like this. Just open the door..We don't even have to talk. 


We can just silently stare at one another..watch Tv. dunno." 

| guess | had to blame his persistence on myself. | pushed the whole fucking band to be that way. Maybe | had 
missed my calling as some sort of, how-to, do it yourself, never surrender, motivational speaker. | honestly 
didn't want the company. Yet, | know there is no peace tonight, not with Tommy's ‘stop at nothing’ approach 
outside my door. It would be easier to indulge him in conversation, but there is nothing | want to say to him. 
"Come on Man," | hear him sigh through my door. "Just open the door Nikki.please." 

It's fucking pointless. He's not going to go the fuck away. | know | would do better at ignoring him if he wasn't 
tapping on the door every five minutes. | hoist myself up and go to the door. | unlock and open the door. 
Tommy is standing there in a fucking leopard print G-string and not a thing else. 

"Why are you wearing that?" | ask him. 


He just shrugs, "Well if | were at home I'd be completely naked. You know | hate fucking clothes.’ 


It was true, Tommy loved being naked. But when you're sporting a baby's leg as a limp dick you probably don't 


so much mind being naked. Tommy's dick was probably more well known than he himself was. 


| smirk, "What chick did you steal those from?" 


HE smiles shyly, "I Think some bitch Vince fucked..could be..could be not 


| roll my eyes and stroll back over to my bed. Tommy runs, jumps and flips in mid air as he collapses down 


with a large thud next to me. Sometimes | envy his energy. 


Paradise City 


Paradise City 
Duff's POV 


Management had to give us an unspecified amount of time for me to heal. | had to go to therapy and shit to 
try to get my fingers back in sync. | could move them and shit, but there was no way | could play the notes. 
If it were my strumming arm | could do the shit in a few days. Not the case however. The guys all went back 
to LA. Izzy heard that was where Tommy took Nikki so he wanted to be as far from there as possible. | can't 
say the idea didn't appeal to me. | didn't feel up to chancing any crazy ass run ins with him. 


So Izzy took us down to Biloxi and rented a fucking boat. | didn't know the first goddamn thing about boats and | 
grew up on water. Izzy apparently did because we ended up in the middle of the fucking ocean. How the fuck 
does he know where we are going? And where were we going? Were we just roaming? Did he have a planned 


destination? You guess is as good as mine. 


l'm lounging on the deck in a pair of boxers and chugging some Vodka. Izzy got like six cases of it. Izzy was 


checking something on the port something or another. | was enjoying the sun and healing. 


A shadow blocks the sun in my face and | open my eyes. | see Izzy smiling down at me. "Time for your pills," 


he says as he uncaps the bottle. 


He gives me five Percodin and | was them down with a gulp of Vodka. He pours some more in his hand and 
tosses them in his mouth. He reaches for my Vodka but | hang on tight to the bottle instead of letting him 
take it. | just smile up at him. He tugs again and | just smile more. He looks at me long and hard as he releases 


the bottle. He straddles my lap and hovers over me. He brushes his lips over mine. 
"Please," he whispers through a mouth of spit and dissolving pills. 
| smirk, "Will you give me a real kiss if | do?" 


He adamantly nods with a foul look on his face from the nasty ass taste in his mouth. He chugs the Vodka 
three times before he quits shivering from the taste of the pills. | look up at him with no smile but yearning 
eyes. | reach up and push his hair out of his eyes. They meet with mine for a moment. He always looks so 


curious when he looks at me. I'd love to know what runs through his head sometimes. 


He leans down over me again. His lips are right at mine but he pauses and looks at me a moment longer with 
that curious stare. Then his eyes close and his mouth touches mine. The ferocity grows rather quickly. Our 
tongues dance slowly. | loved the way Izzy kissed. | had been waiting so long to kiss him again. | was starting to 


think | never would again. 


| wrap him in my arms and hold him close to me so he can't leave me. Not just yet. | was really enjoying this. 


That is until | get a bit carried away and hurt my shoulder. | let out a yelp and Izzy quickly pushes away. 
"Fuck did | hurt you?" He immediately asks in great concern, 

"No," | smile, "| hurt myself..got a little carried away. Kinda been waiting on this for a while." 

Izzy shyly smiles and leans back over me. "Be very..very still," he says and kisses me softly. 


| can feel his hand snaking it's way down my chest. His lips trail closely behind Thank you sweet Jesus for the 


easy access hole in the front of boxers. Soon my dick is feeling a warm mouth wrapping around it. 


Shit." | moan and watch Izzy's head start bobbing up and down. God you had to appreciate his gift for 
rhythm. "| gotta get stabbed more often" 


"Mmmm," he hums around my dick before raising up to speak "Please don't. The stress doesn't sit well with 


that heroin addiction of mine. I'm trying to stay straight this time. | need you for that." 

| stroke his cheek, "Why's that?" 

"What?" 

"Why do you need me for that?" | swallow. 

His eyes meet mine. "Because | look forward to every new day now. You teach me something new every day. 
l'm addicted to the way you fucking look at me. | really like the way | look in your eyes. It makes me give a 

shit. Makes me not want to be on smack because..cause then | couldn't feel it too. | really really enjoy being 


around you. | know | suck at showing you that's how | feel, but I'm trying real hard to learn how darlin" 


"You're doing just fine Izz..you were doing even better before you stopped what you were doing down there,” | 
give him a wink. 


He shyly chuckles and rolls his eyes, "Go figure. | take it you want me to continue?" 


| shrug, "I would rather not jack off" 


Breaking 
Breaking 
Tommy's POV 


| awake with a smile before my fucking eyes can even open. | smile because | know exactly where | am. I'm in 
Nikki's bed. Last night | slept right beside him. I'm glowing because he actually let me spoon him in the night. 
Hey, its a start right? Progress maybe? | open my eyes and expect to see Nikki, but | don't. The room is 
empty. Then | hear the faint sound of a guitar string being plucked. 


| get up out of the bed and stumble down the hall toward the sound. | trace it to the living room. Nikki is 
sitting on the floor with an acoustic guitar in his lap. He isn't so much playing it as he is adoring it. He touches 
it like it was made of glass. Nikki owned one acoustic guitar which he used solely to write songs. This wasn't 


that same beat up guitar. This wasn't his guitar at all. 
Nikki must not see me here. Don't ask me how the fuck you can miss a 6'4" beanpole in a fucking leopard G- 


string, but somehow Nikki does. So | just stand back for a bit and watch him. He mindlessly strums a single 


time across the strings. 


"I just don't understand," he mutters, and | think to the guitar. That had to be Izzy's fucking guitar. | fucking 


knew Izzy's shit all over the fucking place was gonna bring Nikki down 

His fingers run down the strings and | can hear him sniffle. He's crying. | feel so bad for him. | wish there was 
something | could do to bring him out of this murk he was drowning himself in. | just wanted him to be terror 
twin again 


Nikki mumbles something else to the guitar, "How'd he do it?" 


| clear my throat and Nikki looks up at me. His eyes quickly fall back onto the guitar in his lap. "Are you going 


to run around in that thing all day?" | assume he means the leopard G-string. 
| smirk and glance down at myself in this crazy shit, "Watch your mouth or I'll go commando on your ass." 
"Not like | haven't already seen it," he dryly remarks. 


| stumble into the room a bit further as Nikki stares blankly at the guitar. "So um..who were you talking to?" | 
ask. 


He slightly shakes his head and sighs, "Nobody." 


| nod. "You hungry? I'm like starving to fucking death bro." 


"Then you'll have to go out and get something or wait for Dominoes to open," he says softly with a shrug and 
places his fingers on the strings but doesn't play. 


| motion at the guitar, "That's Izzy's guitar, right?" 

Nikki blinks a few times and nods. "You were right about all his shit being everywhere," he vaguely whispers. 
"Wanna go to my place?" | ask. 

| can see him roll his eyes, "Doesn't your wife live there?" 

Oh yeah.. 


"| don't so much mind seeing all his stuff.it sort of feels like he's still here. Like maybe he never left?" Nikki 


looks up at me and | can see all the desperation and hope dancing along with his words. 


Fuck. What can | say to that shit. It broke my fucking heart to see him hurt so fucking much. If | ever manage 
to wrap my head around what he sees in Izzy I'll die a happy fucking man. Nikki should thank Duff with a 
thousand blow jobs for taking Izzy off his fucking hands. All he ever did was ride his.our fucking coat tails. 


"I think | really fucking lost him T-Bone," his eyes brim with tears. He quickly wipes them away with a sigh. "I 
just wish | knew how this happened like this..wasn't supposed to be like this," he shakes his head and sits the 

guitar aside. He rises to his feet and walks to the window. He parts the shades with his fingers and peers out. 
"You know | let Izzy pick out this house? You know why he chose it?" He asks me. 


"Why?" | feel the need that | have no choice but to ask. Honestly, | could give a fuck, you know. 


"For this bay window right here," his voice softly speaks, "He'd sit here and stare out of it and write 


songs..sometimes all day long." 
"Nikki." | try to stop his words. But he doesn't listen 


"| loved the way the sun looked on his skin. It gave him some color," he vaguely smiles as he stares through 


the blinds. 


"Bro.just stop it," | finally say. "Dude you need to face the facts, Izzy is gone. He's not coming back. It's over. 
Slash says that him and Duff are floating around the gulf on some fucking boat. Jesus Christ Nikki, he fucking 
shot you. | think he's trying to tell you it's over bro." 


Nikki wraps his arms around himself and just starts fucking all out crying. This isn't the whiny sobs of 
someone who got dumped. This is the sound of a fucking heart shattering. This is the sound of relentless pain 


that would stop at nothing to escape Nikki's shell. Finally. 


| cross over to him and wrap him up in my arms. | can feel his tears spill out onto my bare skin. | try to 
comfort him and silence his tears but it's just not fucking happening. The fucking dam has busted and a brick 
has tumbled out of the wall. Nikki was breaking in my arms and | didn't know what the fuck to do. 


Gulf Tides 


Gulf Tides 
Izzy's Pow 


Duff squirms under me like someone just jolted him with a cattle prod or something as | swallow him whole. 
His dick slides past my gag reflex and | hum a tune for him. Both his hands are tangled in my hair to hold me 
in place. Just. Like. This. 


"Fuck Izz, where'd you learn how to do that?" He mumbles in delight. 


| smile to myself. He didn't need an answer. But | suppose you are curious. One guess where | learned to deep 
throat. Yeah, Nikki. His image doesn't even form in my mind. Usually it would. But all | could see, all | could feel, 
touch or taste is Duff. 


| stop what I'm doing and raise myself up off him. | sit up and look down at his half lidded eyes filled with lust 
for me. But behind it all | see love, complete adoration. | felt like the only thing in the world when | looked at 


him looking back at me. 


In this moment | realize something. Duff was my salvation He saved me from myself. | was sober now simply 
for the fact that | crave the way he looks at me more than | do smack. | don't feel a need to kill my feelings 
anymore. l'm happy and comfortable for once just fucking feeling them. It's like everything in this world is new 


and exciting to me. It's like being reborn 


His warm brown eyes glance up at me, "Mmmm why the fuck do you keep stopping?" He smiles and traces his 


fingers across my jaw line. 


| smile down at him and allow my fingers to circle his soft sun baked skin. He was fucking perfect. How could | 
have never noticed it before recently? | could have felt exactly like | do now possibly years ago. What a fucking 
fool I've been. Fuck it blame it on the alcohol and smack. | can't tell you how fucking grateful | am to be able to 


see it now. Thankful my sight is no longer blurred by a cloud of smoke and a haze of poison in my veins. 


| take a deep breath and can feel my chest expanding farther than it ever has before. It's the clearest breath 
of air my lungs has ever tasted. Everything is so much different now. Smells don't smell bland. Flavors explode 


on my tongue. My eyes feel wider and can see better than they ever have. 
| get it. Finally.. 
My eyes take in the rays of the sun rippling throughout the waves like sparklers on the 4th of July. The 


horizon holds nothing but endless miles of ocean. | can actually make out the curve of the earth before me. 


Clouds drift by in a picturesque form. It's all so fucking beautiful. 


"Izz? You ok?" Duff asks me and sits up a bit. 


My eyes land on him in the sun. His hair looks like spun gold. His brows crease in concern and he looks so 
genuinely sincere. So perfect and so mine. | nod as my newly born eyes take him in in a way | never had 
before. | let my lips part and prepare myself to speak. A thousand words fill my head, hundreds of responses | 
could use. But of those thousand words drifting through my head only three escape my lips. 


"| love you." 


Eyebrows shoot up and probably the most confused looking brown eyes look up at me. Hes not too sure if he 


heard me right. But he did. | said it. | meant it. 

"What?" He asks clearing his throat. 

| smile shyly and let my gaze travel down his chest. "Don't fuck with me Duff, you heard me." 

His face goes blank as he sits up even further. His hand slides into the hair at the back of my neck and he 
pulls me for him as he comes for me. Our lips meet with such force we almost both hit the deck. We share 
what is probably the best kiss of my entire life because l'm allowing myself to really feel it. Our lips don't part 
for quite some time. 

Duff pulls back and | can feel his hand on my neck gripping me tighter. "You have no clue how long I've waited 


to hear you say that." He seems so goddamn relieved. So fucking thrilled. And for the first time in my life l'm 


making someone as happy as they make me. 


chapter not complete. had to switch devices. 


A Whole New World 


A Whole New World 
Izzy's POV 


Duff's hands fumble with my pushing my swimming trunks down off my hips. | was far more dressed than he 
was in boxers with his dick out. As they land around my ankles | step out of them and gently push Duff back 
down onto his back. | straddle him and sit on his lap while our lips seek out one another again. | can't believe 


how certain everything seem with him. Life and a future life. 


| want to give myself to you Duff," | say softly as | look at him. He kisses me again. | can feel his desperation 
for me. | can feel how long he has waited. | can see the relief on his face, the love in his eyes. 


"Is this really for real zz?" He asks me pulling away. 


| nod with a reassuring smile. | watch as Duff spits in his hand and shoves his boxers down with his other. he 
slathers his dick and grabs my ass. He slowly guides me down onto him, pushing slowly and gently. It had been 
so long since a man had been inside of me. | had submitted to no one but Nikki in so long. But | was ready to 


submit to Duff. It was an act to confirm to him that | loved and trusted him completely. 


"Oh fuck," Duff mumbles as my ass slides down to the base of his cock. "You feel so fucking good," he growls 
as he leans up and crashes his lips to mine again. This time he pulls me back down with him so he can continue 


to kiss me as our hips revolve around with one another. 
"Take it slow, it's been a while, ok?" | whisper. 


"Don't you even worry about that, | want to savor this moment. I've dreamed of this for years," he coos 


softly as he strokes my cheek. 
"This isn't the first time we've done this," | note. 


"Yes it is," he nods. “That first time was different. You just wanted to get back at Nikki. But this time you want 
me. This time | can see it in your eyes. | know you love me for real. I'm gonna make love to you Izzy. Somehow 


| don't think you've ever really had a man make love to you before." 


| just look at him and take in all his wonderfulness. How did a fuck up like me end up with someone who loved 
me so much? | didn't at all deserve Duff. But fuck me | was grateful to have him. If only | would have known 
all those years ago that this was how wonderful things could be. I'm not saying | regret one day | shared with 
Nikki, but he never made me feel like this. Duff brought with him contentment and peace. For once in my life | 
was truly happy. 


My thoughts are broken when Duff wraps me up in his arms and stands up. | slightly wince as his dick prods 
me. "You ok?" He quickly asks me. 


‘lm good," | nod and wrap my legs around his waist. He slowly begins to carry us below deck kissing me the 


entire time. 


We freefall onto the bed with Duff on top of me looking deeply into my eyes. | know he's searching to make 
sure that look of love is still present in my eyes. It is. It's not going anywhere. Not ever. Duff was. The yin to 
my yang. The Alpha to my Omega. The puzzle piece that made me whole. And he had been right here under 


my nose all this time. 


"You look so beautiful when you aren't thinking of him," Duff softly says as he trails kisses behind my ear. 
"You light up." 


"| light up for you," | say and twine my hand in his blonde hair. "I'm so sorry for being such a fool Duff. I'm 
sorry | never gave you a chance. | didn't know how much you really cared. | didn't know | could be loved like 
this. I'm sorry it took me so fucking long to get it. But from here on out it's gonna be different darlin. I'm 
giving you my heart. | never even gave that to Nikki. | never knew how. It took you Duff to realize what love 
really was. I'll never be able to thank you enough. You opened my eyes to a whole new world. | feel so different. 


| feel alive." 
"You're just sober zz," he faintly chuckles behind his feathery soft kisses. 


"No..it's all because of you. Even being sober is because of you. Don't you see what you've done Duff? You've 


saved my life.” 

He raises up and takes note of the seriousness in my eyes. “All | did was love you," he shrugs. 

"That's all | needed," | say as | take his face in my hands and kiss him. "I honestly do love you Duff." 

"I know," he nods as he starts to slowly glide in and out of me. "That feel good baby?" 

My eyes close and | bite my bottom lip with a nod. Duff raises up onto his knees and takes my rock hard dick 
in his hand. He strokes in time with his dick, slowly, teasingly. Eventually | can't control the bucking of my hips 
wanting so much to cum. 

"What's your rush |zz?" Duff smirks at me slowing his pace even more. 

"You motherfucker,” | smile and throw my arm across my eyes panting. Don't get me wrong, I'm a guy who 
usually takes shit slow and tries to draw things out. But that's just because | like to show off in the sack. Love 
had never been involved in any sex I've ever had. Now that there was | felt sex in a completely different way. | 


was ready to cum because | knew | was going to cum harder than | ever had in my life. This time sex actually 


meant something real. 


"Don't worry Izz, I'm gonna let you cum..eventually," A coy half grin covers his face as he gives me a wink 


And when he finally lets me the clouds part and sun rays shine through. Birds sing as they fly overhead. The 
smell of the gulf floods my nose. And my dick, right in time with my heart, explodes. Everything in my entire 
world explodes. The only thing left standing is Duff and myself. 


The Breaking Point 
The Breaking Point 
Nikki's POV 


The days lingered into months that were nothing but a blurry ride down a whiskey river. | was probably more 
screwed up than | was when | was on smack. | really fucking missed it. It was like injecting pleasure straight 
into your blood. And you knew, for certain, that when it exploded inside of you that all your problems 
disappeared. 


My problem is that my problem was Izzy and | hadn't wanted him to disappear. But he did. He was long gone 
just like that little pleasure in my blood. Slash tells me that he and Duff are disgustingly happy these days. | 
want to be happy for Izzy, but | still miss him too much. 


| find myself saddled with more regret than any one man should have to take. And unfortunately it is my 
burden alone to carry. And it never stops hurting. When l'm in front of thousands of screaming fans the smile 


on my face is fake. l'm never even there. I'm always somewhere in my head with Izzy. 


Tommy does his best to keep me going and | sure as fuck don't make it very easy. I'm always so fucking drunk 
and he's always babysitting me. | get so billigerant and mean to him. But he never leaves, he just takes the 
abuse and drags my ass to bed. | guess that's what a real friend does for you in your times of need. 


Tommy deserved a medal for sainthood. Any one who could deal with my ass for this long did. In hindsight | 
can see now the only reason Izzy was able to take me for so long was because he was a clueless junkie. But 
Slash tells me that Izzy dropped the smack when he dropped me. Izzy never gave me the slightest indication 
that he wanted to stop using. Guess Duff is just more influential over him than | was. 


l'm at some stadium in some city, pretty sure I'm in America, fuck could be Canada, | honestly can't say for 
sure. Not that it fucking matters anyway. The routine is always the same. Wake up, grab a bottle, drink until | 
pass out. Someone wakes me up for sound check Grab a bottle. Grab my bass. Blunder through a few notes 
here and there. Bitch at the road crew for whatever they didn't get right. Go back to the bus or a hotel. 
Drink. Drink some more. Then somebody tells me it's I5 minutes till | go on stage. Snort a fuck ton of coke to 
level out and get out there. Do a two hour show. Fuck a groupie or get head. Get back on a bus. Drink even 


more. Pass out. Repeat. 


| look out the bus window and see the Marquee all lit up "Tonight only: Motley Cruell! Featuring: Poison, Guns N 
Roses, and Warrant" Huh? | blink and rub my eyes to make sure | read that shit right. We're playing with 
GNR? Why the fuck didn't somebody tell me? Bastard fucks! Somebody is getting fired for sure for booking us 
together. 


| jump up and exit our empty bus. | can see two other buses parked by ours. One of them was GNR's alright. | 


walk between the bus next to us and just behind it is GNR's. | stop in the shadows as | see two figures leaning 
up against the bus in the dark. | can see two cigarette cherries glowing in the dark. | can hear soft laughter. 


Its a laughter that haunts my fucking dreams. It's Izzy. 


As | stand here hidden in the dark | can see the outline of his goddamn paperboy hat. And the person with him. 
A tall blonde whose golden locks lit up the night sky. Duff. | watch as Duff twines his fingers into Izzy's hands. 
He steps closer to him pressing Izzy's back into the bus as he stoops down and gives him a loving kiss. The 
smiles on their faces look really fucking happy. In fact | don't think I've ever seen Izzy look this happy. 


My stomach churns as | watch their smiles and their soft sweet kisses. It hurts. It hurts to see someone else 
making Izzy so incredibly happy. And just when | think my stomach has settled something cuts through me and 
causes an explosion inside my core. | heard Izzy say something to Duff. Three little words. "| love you." Three 


little words he had once said to me. Granted, not often, but he had said it. 


Stomach acid infused with Jack Daniels rushes up my esophagus. | lean over and let it spill from my mouth 
onto the pavement. | heave as more puke comes out. Over my gut wrenching dry heaves | can hear Duff tell 
Izzy how much he loves him too. | heave again. God it hurts so fucking much. | don't know that | can take the 
pain. Another gag reflex brings up more soured whiskey from my stomach. More words can be heard in Izzy's 


soft voice, "You make me so happy.” 


Tears flood my eyes as | continue to spill the last 5th | drank all over the ground. He never told me that. He 
never told me | made him happy. How could | have spent five years with him and never once have him tell me 
how happy | made him? He had made me so fucking happy. Why hadn't | brought him that same happiness? | 
thought he was happy. | thought we were happy. | thought he loved me. | know | sure as fuck loved him. 


"You nervous about being here tonight?" Duff softly asks Izzy as he gives his hand a kiss. 


And Izzy shakes his head no, "I'm not the one he tried to kill," he jokes. And they both laugh. Laugh at me. | 
extend my weight out onto my palms on the bus. My tears spill out as my gut tries to churn up something 
else. I'm shaking. I'm crying. I'm sick. I'm breaking. I'm dying. 


"Besides," Izzy adds, "I'm sure Tommy has gladly stepped up to the plate. Nikki's not one to be alone really, 
sorta the co-dependant type you know? I'm sure he's probably balls deep in Tommy as we speak.or the other 


way around." 

And again their soft laughter stabs at my ears. Laughter at my fucking expense. | sob and try my best to 
keep it quiet enough that they can't hear me. | sink my head into the bus and just let the tears fall out. | 
quiver from head to toe as my chest feels like it might explode. My stomach still unsettled, doesn't know if it's 
done vomiting yet. 


"Nikki, dude, you ok?" | hear someone behind me. Tommy. 


"Shhh," | say as | still cling to the bus with a lowered head. 


| guess Tommy must spot the love birds because | soon feel his arm around my waist. His words soft and 
tender in my ear. "Come on bro. Lets go get you ready for the show huh?" 


And | let him lead me away. But a part of me stayed right there by that bus shattered in broken pieces. What 


left with Tommy was nothing but numbness. 


All The Things | Never Said 


All The Things | never Said 
Nikki's POV 
November 1, 1988 


Well diary, it's just you and me again. Just us alone in a bunk while everyone has been lulled to sleep by the 


hum of the bus, not to mention pussy and booze. | can't even drink enough to pass the fuck out. 


Tonight someone threw a small little bag of heroin onto the stage. | couldn't resist picking it up. | don't think 


anyone saw me. | haven't done any of it. It would be nothing to find a needle around here, but I'm fighting it. 


After a lot of fucking coke Tommy got me in the frame of mind to get out there on that stage. While | was 
out there | focused on the people screaming my name, black lines drawn under their eyes just like me. And | 
gave them my all. It was probably my best performance ever. | fucking killed it out there. | really really tried 
to give the fans what they wanted. What they deserved for loving me enough to do things like buy my music, 
come to my shows, draw the lines under their eyes, to tattoo my face on their bodies. | hadn't appreciated 


them enough for their role in my fame. 
| hadn't appreciated a lot of things | have taken for granted Like the fact 
My writing is interrupted by Tommy sticking his head down off his bunk and looking at me. 


‘Man that was an awesome show tonight," he gleams like a kid who just won a fucking bicycle or something. 
Tommy had to have been the happiest fucker in the world when he smiled. 


"Yeah," | nod and close my notebook. | stuff it under my pillow and sigh. "Tommy..would you mind coming down 


here?" 


Without a word his lanky frame jumps from his bunk and slides into mine next to me. "What's up bro?" He asks 


me giving me a concerned look 


| glance out the window searching for the words to say. | swallow and turn to face him. "| owe you an apology 


T-Bone." 
"You don't owe me anything Nikki," he shakes his head 
‘I've taken so much shit out on you though and it's not fair to you. You've been great. | couldn't have asked 


for a better friend. You keep me going when | just want to stop. If it wasn’t for you I'd probably be really 
really fucked up, in every way possible." 


"Nikki. love you. That's what people do for the people they love." 


"| don't deserve your love," | almost whisper. "I'm nothing but a shit. A fake. A liar. A bastard. | never put 
anyone above me. | didn't even put Izzy above me and | fucking lost him because the only thing | give a fuck 


about in the end is me." 

"Nikki what you and Izzy had wasn't love.it was something..but it wasn't love." 
‘It was the only love | had ever known.until now." 

Tommy's eyes dart to mine and | can see him getting so hopeful. 


| know you love me Tommy. | really do. And | love you..but it's not like you love me. And | don't know that | 
can ever be capable of loving anyone, not even myself like you love me. The way | love you isn't what you're 
hoping for. | don't know how. But the best | know how.! do love you. Please don't ever think that | never loved 
you. I've got mad love for you man. You've been my best friend, band mate,partner in crime, drinking buddy, 
and the only other person with a creative vision for this band. We've terrorized the fucking world together. 
They nicknamed us the Terror Twins. | respect the shit out of you T-Bone. I'm thankful for you. And | 
appreciate everything you've done for me. I'm thankful to have met you and have you in my life. l'm grateful 
for every day we've shared. | don't regret a single one of them. And l'm so sorry for any pain I've caused you 
T-Bone. You didn't deserve it. It was never your fault | lost Izzy. | did that by myself. l'm sorry | took it all out 


on you." 


"Bro,you don't owe me apologies or explainations. You're just..you're just Nikki Sixx man. You're perfect just the 


way you are." 


| huff. He might be just a little bit too much in love with me. Love is blind they say. "I'm nowhere near the 


realm of perfect man, but thanks for thinking so," | give a faint smile. 

| take a breath and turn to look back out the window as we sit in silence for a while. "Its funny you know," | 
finally break the silence, "One day everything can be just fine.then the next day your fucking world flips upside 
down," | sit there as tears roll down my cheeks. | feel Tommy work his arm under me and pull me onto his 
chest. 

"Just let it go," he says to me softly. 


And those words crack the dam. | sob like a baby as he strokes my hair and kisses my forehead and tells me 
everything's gonna be ok. If only that could be true. 


"What can | do baby?" He breathes into my hair. 


| sniffle and try to stop crying. | raise up to look at him. His eyes hold all the love and compassion he harbored 


for me. | raise my hand and let my fingers lightly trace his lips. His eyes close as he draws in a breath. | lean 
forward and press my lips to his while he has his eyes shut. It must surprise him because he slightly jumps. 
But he quickly gathers what is going on 

His tongue slides into my mouth and strokes softly against mine. His hand finds ittsway to my cheek then 
around to the back of my neck as the kiss intensifies. Our breath starts to race. | run my hand down his 
chest and he moans in my mouth. | permit my hand to go across his skinny washboard stomach. 

He suddenly pulls away from my lips. "Nikki?" He says my name as a question 

"It's ok," | whisper, "I want to." 

"Want to? To..you and me..like..” 

| just look at him and nod. And that's all the invitation or approval Tommy needs. He has me on my back and 
lies between my thighs and kisses me so sweetly in about 22 seconds. | sleep naked, so I'm already naked with 
only a sheet and Tommy's crazy zebra striped bikini underwear separating us. Well the zebra print goes flying 


pretty quick. Then very slowly Tommy peels the sheet back and gets under it with me. 


He kisses me as he slides between my thighs again. His skin is on fire. | can feel his porn star pride and joy 
hard against my thigh. "I want to feel you so bad," he groans. 


| spit in my hand and stroke it all up and down his cock. | grab it and start guiding it toward my ass. 

"Nikki no..baby | don't want to hurt you." 

| shake my head, "You won't." 

"You sure?" He hesitantly questions me. 

"l'm sure," | nod. | wanted to feel something besides numbness. | wanted a physical pain to mask my mental 
anguish. | wanted to give myself to Tommy. | wanted him to know how much | trusted him. | wanted to pay him 
back for so many years of devoted loyalty and love. | didn't know any other way to show him that | loved him 
the best | could. 


lll try my best not to hurt you," he says as he takes his dick and begins aiming. 


At first he just playfully swipes it back and forth over me and allows it to dip into my ass slightly. Then | feel 
myself stretch and feel the head of his dick go inside me. 


My head thrashes as | bite my lip and pray profanity doesn't slip from them. 


"Do you want me to stop?" Tommy quickly asks in a worried tone. 


| breath deeply as my as throbs. "Just don't move for a minute," | moan. 


Tommy lowers himself down on his elbows and softly kisses my nose. "Baby I'm hurting you, lets do this the 
other way around huh?" 


"Don't you want me?" | ask. 

He looks at me with furrowed brows, "You have no fucking clue." 

"Then just take it slow," | kiss his lips softly. 

He submits to kissing me slowly and allowing his hands to caress me softly. They find their way to my dick and 
he strokes me a bit as he continues to kiss me. Every now and then | can feel his cock inch gently further 
into me, almost like he's actually trying to sneak it in. | get lost in it all as the pain slowly starts to lessen 

| guess half an hour must go by before Tommy stops kissing me. "It's in, you ok?" 

| nod. 


"Is it cool if | move? I'll go real slow and if you can't take it just tell me." 


Again | nod and Tommy slowly starts to move his hips. God he's so big. But the sick son of a bitch in me is 
kinda getting off to the pain. Or maybe the fact that | feel something at all. | work my hand down to my dick. 


"I got that," Tommy smirks and starts to stroke me. He strokes me kind of fast while he slowly glides himself 


in and out of my ass. 
"You keep going that fast and l'm gonna cum," | tell him. 


"Kinda the point," he says, "Besides | don't know how much longer | can last. I've got a lot of build up for you 
Nikki Sixx." 


| smile and he gleams back at me. For a split second his smile brings me happiness. 


He squeezes my dick harder and strokes me faster. His own dick starts to move in faster short strokes. 


"Come on Nikki, I'm dying here," his hitched breath says hoarsely. 
| lean up and pull his lips down to mine and | feel his dick start to throb in my ass. | quickly take over stroking 
my dick and am soon cumming between our stomachs. Our lips kiss until long after the pulsing in our dicks 


stop. 


Then Tommy rolls over onto his back and grabs a dirty shirt off the floor. He wipes himself off and balls it up 


to give me a dry spot to do the same. | toss the shirt to the floor and Tommy pulls me to him. He kisses me 


softly. 


"Thank you Nikki you just made me the happiest motherfucker on Earth. | lay my head on his chest as tears 


well in my eyes. | had made someone happy. 


Curtain Call 


Author's Notes: 

Thanks so much guys for all the reads and reviews. And Thanks Nexus for letting me play with your bunny. | 
know its not the fluffy rainbows you would like to see, but | appreciate the plot you let me distort. Now. Read. 
| CAN NOT wait to see the final reviews. 


Curtain Call 
Nikki's POV 


| woke up early to the sun coming through the window. Tommy's arms were wrapped around me. His face looks 
so peaceful. | move his hair off his forehead and he doesn't even budge. | give him a soft smile and sit up 
slowly and move out of his arms without waking him. | reach under my pillow and pull out my tattered 
notebook of diary entries, random thoughts, song lyrics, and scribblings. | ease out of my bunk and into my 
leather pants. | pull on a sleeveless Crue T-shirt and go sit at the table. 


| move the hair from my eyes and reach for a cigarette. | pull one from the pack and put it in my lips. | reach 
for a lighter and strike it to the end of the cigarette. | take a long drag and flip to some blank pages. | pick up 
a pen and start to write. | have a lot of shit to get down before we get to wherever it is we are going. Beside 
me | see a Hit Parader lying face down. On the back cover is the GNR tour dates. Tonight they will be playing 
in New Orleans. I'm sure they'll love the shit out of being able to walk down the street with a beer in their 


hands. 


| take a deep breath and start writing. | can hear Mick getting up to take a piss. He won't fuck with me though. 
No one like to fuck with me in the mornings. | reach out and pick up a bottle of Jack with about a third of it 
gone. | turn it up and almost kill it in an attempt to anesthetize my DT's. | grip the pen and start to write 
again Fuck there's so much | have to get down. | glance outside trying to assess how early it is by the rising 


sun. 


| write for hours it seems. I'm finishing up as the Bus pulls into a truck stop to fuel up. | fold what | have just 


written and write For Doug on it and prop it up on the table. | look up at the driver. "Where are we man?" 
"Just outside of Little Rock," he answers. 

"Where are we going?" | ask 

"Dallas." 


| look out the window of the bus. | can see a school with kids getting off a school bus. Running with their books 


and laughing and being kids. | guess | had sort of missed out on all that. | pick the pen up and jot down some 
more words right quick. | tear the page out and stand up. | cross over to my bunk and lay the page on the 
pillow next to Tommy. | stand there a moment and smile at him sleeping. Then | turn and head for the bus 


door. 
"l'm going in the store," | tell the driver and step down off the steps. 


| shove my hands in my pockets and look down at the ground, not that I'm probably recognizable in a little hick 
ass town like this that probably doesn't even broadcast a rock radio station. Still, | guess it's just habit. | walk 
into the truck stop and see a sign that says Telegrams. | walk up to the counter. "I'd like to send a Telegram 
please," | say. He hands me a form and | move to the end of the counter with a pen. | write it out. | put a 


place and a city name on it and give it to him. 
"Will that be all?" He smiles at me. 


| nod and pay. | exit the store and can see the driver busy checking over the bus while its massive tanks fill 
up. | look the other way and see a little trail head and a sign naming off some hiking trail | can't pronounce. 
Across the street | see a pharmacy. | look back down and rush across the street. When | open the door a 
fucking cowbell makes a loud ass noise and all eyes shoot to me at the door. | must look really fucking strange 
to these people with smeared eyeliner and leather pants and long black hair because everyone looks at me like 


‘What the fuck?! 


| just look down and go inside. | search the aisles until | find what I'm looking for. | glance to make sure no one 
is still gawking at me, but of course they are. So | pick up a box of some shit and read the label. | almost 
chuckle when | realize I've picked up a pregnancy test. Fuck it. Then | do the same with a similar one just next 
to it. You'd be how surprised how quickly the people quit looking then. Finally with the coast clear | quietly open 
up a box on the second shelf. | remove something and stick it in my pocket. | walk to the counter with the 
fucking pregnancy test and toss it on the counter with a smirk. | pay and leave. Again my eyes go to the 
trailhead. | cross the street and toss the pregnancy test in the nearest trash can. Our driver is stil 
preoccupied. So | hit the trail 


Tommy's POV 


| wake up when | notice the bus has stopped moving. | look around but Nikki is gone. | sit up and smile at the 
perfect memories of last night. It's then that | see a note on the pillow next to me where Nikki had been laying. 
| pick it up and start to read. 

Tommy, 

| wish | could love you the way you deserve. Thanks for trying to show me how. 


Love, Nikki 


| smile and search out my zebra bikinis. | slip into them and head to the front for some booze and munchies. | 
assume since we are at a store Sixx is stocking us up on Doritos and Chocolate. | sit at the table and spark up 


a cig. | see a letter marked ‘To Doug’ in Nikki's writing. | shake my head with a smile. Nikki loves to bitch about 


shit in writing. The bastard documents everything. 

| smoke my entire cigarette and look around the little shithole town from the bus window. A few minutes later 
the driver gets back in the driver's seat and picks up a newspaper. Must be waiting on Nikki. | stand up and 
head to the bathroom to take a shit. The newest Hustler magazine is in there so | have to skim through it and 
check out Larry Flint's rant of the month to Jerry Fallwell. And of course the chicks with their spread pussies. 
When | come out of the bathroom Doug is coming onto the bus. "Where the fuck is Nikki?" He asks me. 

"The store | guess," | shrug. 


"The clerk said he came in, sent a Telegram and left. No one saw which way he went." 


| dunno, you know Nikki," | again shrug. | point to the letter on the table. "He does have something over there 


with your name on it though." 


Doug picks the letter up and unfolds it and starts to read. | watch as his expression goes from blank to 


curious and then it seems to be taken over by shock. 

"What?" | ask 

Duff's POV 

Izzy and | are woke up to a knock at his hotel suite door. | hear him groan and sit up and glare at the door like 
he wished he could use telekinetic power on it to burst it into flames. Izzy slides out of the bed and searches 

for clothes but has no luck. Fuck | don't even remember where we left our damn clothes. He soon forgets the 

hassle and yawns and wraps a towel around his waist. He answers the door to a bell hop. 

"What the fuck do you want?" He asks with a scratchy voice. 


"Telegram for you sir," He says extending an envelope out to Izzy. 


Izzy takes it and slams the door shut. He stumbles back to the bed tossing the telegram on the nightstand and 
falling face first back down in the bed next to me. 


"Aren't you gonna read it |22?" 


‘Mmmmm..when | wake up," he mumbles and gets comfortable. | find myself doing the same as | snuggle into 


him. 
Tommy's POV 


Doug rushes down the steps of the bus and | watch as he sends a couple of security guys to our bus. They 


just stand there at the door. | can't help but wonder what the fuck is going on. Doug disappears into the back 
of a limo. | keep looking for Nikki out the windows. What the hell kind of shit has he pulled now? | smirk and 
shake my head and flip on the TV while | wait in anticipation for everything to unfold. 

About fifteen minutes later there's fucking cops cars, fire trucks, and ambulances pulling up into the parking 
lot and surrounding the bus. What. The. Fuck. | jump up and head for the door. | get halfway down the stairs 
before our security guards are pushing me back up the steps. 

"Doug said not to let anyone off this bus," one of them shakes his head. 

"Well what the fuck is going on?" | ask watching a cop leash a German Shepard. 

"Don't know, but it doesn't look good," the other replies. 

| can see Doug talking with a cop and showing him the letter from Nikki. Soon the cop with the German Shepard 
are taking off. Another cop goes into the store. A few more scatter and go in separate directions. What the 
hell is going on? 

| stand there peering from the window. About ten minutes later the cop with the German Shepard is walking 
back slowly. He nods at Doug and the cop who he is talking to. Doug's hands go to his head and two paramedics 
with a body board go in the direction the cop and K-4 just came from. I'm starting to get an uneasy feeling. 
"Would somebody please go find out what the fuck is going on?" | ask one of the security guys who ignore me. 
A few minutes later a Paramedic comes into view. | can see him walking at he holds the body board. Fuck, 
some poor bastard is dead and covered with a sheet. Then the other paramedic stumbles and an arm falls out 
from under the sheet. It's covered with bracelets and tattoos. 


Izzy's POV 


| awake to Duff placing feathery kisses across my eyelids. "Wake and bake babe," he says sticking a joint in my 
lips. 


| smile and deeply inhale. Ahhh, what better way to start a day? Duff flips on the TV to MTV. 
"Want me to order breakfast?" He looks at his watch, "Make that a late lunch." 
"In a few maybe," | say and sit up. | hand the joint back to Duff. 


‘Oh hey, don't forget that Telegram you.." He's interrupted as the video on MTV stops playing and Kurt Loder 


appears. 


‘Sorry for the interruption, this just in, Nikki Sixx, bassist and founder of the band Motley Crue was found 


dead this morning from an apparent drug overdose in Sherwood, Arkansas. Toxicity reports indicate that the 
gargantuan dose was no accidental overdose. Coroners suggest that the rocker purposely administered a lethal 
dose. The official cause of death is listed as a suicide..." 


Duff turns to me with a gaping jaw. | turn to the nightstand and grab the Telegram and tear it open. Just as 
my fear confirms, its from Nikki 


Izzy 

| wanted you to know how happy | am for you. I'm also so proud to see you band doing so great. You guys are 
gonna be huge someday. Dare | say, bigger than me. Do it right |zz. Stay straight and tell Duff you love him 
every day. You are so lucky to have found one another. | feel like you just might have found what you didn't 


even know you were looking for. | honestly wish you nothing but happiness lzz. You deserve it. 


I'm sorry | wasn't able to give you the love Duff does. | wish | knew how. | just hope you know that you meant 
everything to me. And as hard as I've tried to get over you, | just can't. And | can't take it anymore. Please 
don't blame yourself for that Izzy. You never did a single thing wrong. You were like a salvation to me. You 
were my lover and my friend and | have nothing but sweet memories of your kisses. And | will take them with 


me. 


| don't know if this Telegram is reaching you before or after the fact of learning that they've found my dead 
body. Just hold no blame |zz. It's not your fault I'm weak and fucked up in the head. I'm just tired. | just want 
to go somewhere where it's quiet. Somewhere where there is no pain or a reason to cry. lm sorry for all the 


things | never said and did for you. | bow out though knowing you are in good hands with Duff. 
Anyway, there's nothing left to say except that I'll miss you and when you were mine | did truly love you the 


best way | knew how. Best wishes for everything Izz. Know that my last thoughts on this Earth were 


memories of your smile and the love you put in my heart. 
Love, Nikki 


THE END 


